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The Annual

is peculiarly our record for ourselves.

So quickly does time gloss over the

past, that without some record of our

life each year we might forget. And
there is much pleasure in retrospect.

So we gather here together the

little things and the big things that

Kieve campers somehow put on paper

in odd moments in 1939. To a stranger

the Annual may mean little. To us

it means much even in its inadequacy.

Therefore, with our fingers crossed

we soberly set down once more our

record in order to integrate with

Kieve '39 our not inglorious past, to

shine the light upon our present, and
perhaps to create something useful

for the future. "Forsitan haec olim

meminisse juvabit."
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The Qouncil 1939

Donald Davidson Kennedy, A. B., Princeton, 1923

Haverford, Pa.

Edward Adolph Wishropp, A. B., Michigan 1920, M. D. 1922

10 Peterborough St., Detroit, Michigan

James LeRoy Beighle, Ph. B. Dickinson 1923, M. A. Columbia 1933

Gilpin and Manor Roads, Penn Valley, Pa.

Richard Owen Starkey, Administrative Secretary

Dexter, Maine

Robert Chester Baldwin, A. B., Wesleyan 1929, M. A. 1930,

Ph. D. Yale 1932, Storrs, Connecticut

H. Francis DeLone, A. B., Harvard 1937, Pennsylvania Law School 1940

6419 Drexel Road, Overbrook, Pa.

Henry Blaylock Briggs, Princeton 1941

54 Merbrook Lane, Merion, Pa.

Channing William Daniel, Jr., Virginia 1940

St. David's, Pa.

Robert W. Moore III, Colgate 1940

40 Windsor Road, Waban, Mass.

Joshua Fry Bullitt Camblos, Virginia A.B. 1939, Virginia Medical School 1943

Big Stone Gap, Virginia

John J. O'Keefe, B. S., St. Joseph's College 1933, M. D., Jefferson Medical 1937

2007 Upland Way, Overbrook, Pa.

Sidney Frederick Tyler Brock, St. Paul's School 1930

37 East Wynnewood Road, Wynnewood, Pa.

Samuel Cochran Finnell, Jr., Princeton 1941

59 Booth Lane, Haverford, Pa.

Matthew Gault, Jr., Princeton 1942

1422 Park Avenue, Baltimore, Md.

James Alexander O'Brian, Princeton 1942

St. Andrew's College, Aurora, Ontario, Canada

Caspar Wistar Barton Townsend, Jr., Yale 1942

Merion & Greystone Roads, Merion, Pa.

Mrs. Lena N. Davis, R. N.
203 Essex Avenue, Narberth, Pa.
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Junior Council

Granville Barclay Cantrell, Hill School 1939

Old Eagle School Road, Strafford, Pa.

William Fellows Gale, Lower Merion High School 1940

220 Valley Road, Merion, Pa.

Howard Clifton McCall, Pennsylvania Museum School of

Industrial Arts 1941

318 Aubrey Road, Wynnewood, Pa.

Hamilton Alexander Rogers, Yale 1943

63 Wall Street, New Haven, Conn.

John Naylor Swartley, University of Virginia 1943

420 South Carlisle St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Philip VerPlanck, Philips Exeter Academy, 1940

48 Windsor Road, Waban, Mass.
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Councillors' Aids, 1939

CHARLES GIBBONS DAVIS, II

Appointed — 1938

WILLIAM HENRY PALMER TOWNSEND, JR.

Appointed— 1938

CORNELIUS JOHNSON ATKINS

Appointed— 1939

FREDERICK APPEL MOORE
Appointed — 1939

ROBERT FRANKLIN NELSON, JR.

Appointed — 1939
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c&he ^oys 1939

Cornelius Johnson Atkins
North Hill Road,

Harrisville, R. I.

George Storer Baldwin, Jr.

3 Spooner Road,

Chestnut Hill, Mass.

Robert Hamilton Baldwin
3 Spooner Road
Chestnut Hill, Mass.

Robert Jenks Beede, Jr.

32 Benevolent Street

Providence, R. I.

Harvey MacKnight Black, Jr.

168 East 74th Street

New York City, N. Y.

Dudley Riggs Bohlen
Penway Road
Bryn Mawr, Pa.

James Porrett Booth
17 Kingsway Crescent

Toronto, Ontario, Canada

Jonathan Brown, IV
23 Ober Street

Beverly, Mass.

Norman Greeley Brown
23 Ober Street

Beverly, Mass.

John Douglas Burnham, Jr.

South Valley Road,
Paoli, Pa.

Philip Gallatin Cammann
1172 Park Avenue
New York City, N. Y.

CULLOM CONNELY
75 Ridge Road,

Grosse Pointe Farms, Mich.

Richard Day Connely
75 Ridge Road,
Grosse Pointe Farms, Mich.

Leonard Jarvis Cushing, Jr.

Mill Neck,

Long Island, N. Y.

William Verner Daniel
St. Davids,

Pennsylvania

Charles Gibbons Davis, II

Flourtown,

Montgomery County, Pa.

Richard Pierre DeLone
6419 Drexel Road,
Overbrook, Pa.

Robert Johnston Dunkle III,

978 High Street

Dedham, Mass.

Thomas Ashton Ewing
Valley Forge,

Pennsyvlania

Samuel Morse Felton, III

Heath Road,
Merion, Pa.

Joseph Craig Ferree

424 W. Mermaid Lane,

Chestnut Hill, Philadelphia, Pa.

Robert Burnside Ferree, Jr.

424 West Mermaid Lane,

Chestnut Hill, Philadelphia, Pa.
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Lawrence Hamilton Gardner
16 Berkley Place,

Buffalo, New York

George M. Laughlin Gould
Squaw Run Road,

Fox Chapel, Pittsburgh, Pa.

Harold Grant Hathaway, Jr.

100 University Parkway, West,

Baltimore, Maryland

Otto Robert Heiligman, Jr.

19 Hilaire Road,

St. Davids, Pa.

Mervyn Herbert
Tetton House, Taunton,

Somerset, England

David Luke Hopkins, Jr.

Bellona Avenue,
Baltimore, Maryland

Iredell Waddell Iglehart

14 West Madison Street

Baltimore, Maryland

William White Ingraham, Jr.

Pound Hill Road,

Union Village, R. I.

Robert Putnam Keating
21 New Amsterdam Avenue
Buffalo, New York

Donald Davidson Kennedy, Jr.

Haverford,

Pennsylvania

Richard Croft Kennedy
Haverford

Pennsylvania

Lawrence Lewis, II

52 Trumbull Street,

New Haven, Conn.

Arnaud deLustrac
90 Bis Ave., Henri Martin XIV
Paris, France

Angus Lloyd MacLean, Jr.

903 St. George's Road,
Baltimore, Maryland

Thomas N. McCarter, III

607 Chester Avenue,
Morrestown, N. J.

Frederick Appel Moore
40 Windsor Road,
Waban, Mass.

Robert Franklin Nelson, Jr.

617 New Gulph Road,
Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Septimus Edward Norris, Jr.,

548 Hansel Road,

Wynnewood, Pa.

Robert Barclay Ober
Woodbrook,
Baltimore County, Md.

Michael Ohl
175 Highland Street,

Dedham, Mass.

Liam Sterne O'Brian
St. Andrew's College,

Aurora, Ontario, Canada

Robert Johnston Plumb, Jr.

225 Montowese Street

Branford, Conn.

William Pierson Rayner
607 Chester Avenue,
Morrestown, N. J.
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Robert Adrian Riker

Rumson,
New Jersey

Charles Holmes Roberts, III

Salem End Road,

Framingham, Mass.

Charles Norris Robinson
Gatcombe Lane,

Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Frank Elmer Rutan, 3rd.

235 Kent Road,

Wynnewood, Pa.

Curt Richard Schneider

889 Lawrence Avenue,
Detroit, Mich.

Sidney Ruggles Small, Jr.

78 Provencial Road,

Grosse Pointe Farms, Mich.

DeWitt Elisha Taylor, Jr.

4 Cloverly Road,

Grosse Pointe Farms, Mich.

Lyle Blair Torrey, Jr.

Southlands,

Warwick East, Bermuda

William Clayton Torrey
Southlands,

Warwick East, Bermuda

Charles Cooper Townsend, Jr.

Muirneld, Road
Bryn Mawr, Pa.

William Henry Palmer Townsend, Jr.

109 Woodside Road,

Ardmore, Pa.

John Train
113 East 73rd Street,

New York City, N. Y.

Edward Pattison VerPlanck
48 Windsor Road,

Waban, Mass.

John Kirkland Weeks, Jr.

Southern Pines,

North Carolina

William Holland Wilmer, 3rd.

103 West 39th Street,

Baltimore, Md.

William Wynne Wister, Jr.

Box 4369.,
"

Chestnut Hill, Pa.
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Editorial

The days are a little shorter, and there

is mist on the lake in the morning.

Nearly all the oak boards in Pasquaney

have a longer load of another name
and another year in black paint. The
tennis finals are on today; baseball

finished this morning, and the owners

of snakes are wondering what to do

with them. Kieve '39 is beginning to

wind up. In a day or two a lot of

noise and bustle will rise up with the

going of Bill and Al and Charlie and

George and Dick and all the gallant

men, and Kieve, like an empty bag,

will sit quietly in the mellowing peace

of autumn, waiting to be bulged out

again by the strivings and failures and

successes of 1940.

Every year we can say with certainty,

"well, it's been a great year." It's not

a hackneyed platitude; it's quite true.

Every Kieve year is a great year. This
notch in the march of time saw sixty-

one young campers, statistically a lit-

tle younger than those of last year, on
the Neck. We had two boys from
Canada, one from England, two from
Bermuda, and one from France; de-

mocracy was safer than usual. There
were comparatively many new faces

among the boys, and four on the

Council.

Particular activities are described

elsewhere in the Annual. Among
them loom a few minor marks, and
one major. The quantity and quality

of tennis played was much greater than
usual; baseball's proficiency was more
widely spread, but a little less mature
in the top bracket; swimming and sail-

ing showed a steady improvement all

summer — perhaps partly because of
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the unusually good weather; the sing-

ing was not up to that of last year.

But the major stand-out was that

everybody was keen and everybody's

heart was in the right place. There

have been years when Hank found it

difficult to field two ball teams for a

fixture, when often the rifle range was

virtually empty, and when some lads

showed a tendency to sit around and
do nothing. Of course Kieve is a free

country, and we're all white and at

least eight or nine; nobody has to do
anything. But whatever the reason,

there was a strong double undertone

of cheerfulness and keenness in 1939.

Pep exuded from the baseball field;

there was a certain dash or elan felt

everywhere.

Realizing that I was a temporary
reporter this morning, I chanced a

silly remark to two tidy lads sitting,

and whittling, on a rock overlooking

the lake. "What you-all doin' this

mawnin?"
"We're just sitting here whittling

. . . and we're having a wonderful
time."

They both grinned grandly. I

grinned too. And I'm going to keep
that grin somewhere inside me till I

get back. It feels pretty good to think
about. Well, that's the major thing

about 1939. Maybe you don't know
what I'm talking about.

Innisfree burned quickly and thor-

oughly while we were at supper on
August 12. Nobody knows how it

started. Curiously, it doesn't seem to

matter much. We could have spared

the Bank less. We are, however,

sorry if Uncle Don is out dollars and
cents, and for the councillors who
lost their city-slicker clothes, baggage,

papers, and money if any. We have

to give them all marks though, for not

one of them has been heard to com-
plain.

Right now, clouds over Europe
rather sober up the back of the mind.

Maybe the war, if there is one, won't

last so long that young Kieve of '39

will be in there. But Kieve of '26

might be, and some of us from other

lands might make it early, and all of

us campers are alike. Anyway, if a fel-

low has to take the big rap, or bury a

pal in a gunny sack, the things he'd

like to have in his mind then are the

Kieve things. You can't buy these

things, and they get scarcer with the

years. Kids' minds and thoughts are

honest things, and friends are friends.

Maybe the most valuable, the most
elusive thing in the world is the clean

friendliness and courage of an honest

boy. Well, that's why we all come
back here. And when earth's last

picture is painted and the tubes are

all twisted and dried, I think there'll

be a little kid with a K on his shirt and
a grin on his face showing us unerr-

ingly and unfalteringly exactly where
to go. Anyway, 1939 was O.K.

Signed:

Geoff O'Brian
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July Qamping Parties

We tough old-timers know the difference between the July Camping Parties and

the August Expeditions. No sooner is camp well settled here on the Neck than

we all pull up stakes and go camping in groups of about ten or twelve on various

spots on Damariscotta Lake. Except for the facts that we have no portages in

July, that Doc Wishropp visits each camp daily, and Uncle Don brings some

mail and fresh milk we might as well be miles and miles out in the bush. Mos-

quitoes are the same everywhere, and cooking and camp efficiency just as im-

portant wherever you go. A fellow is a real camper by the time he gets back to

Kieve. And Kieve seems pretty good to come back to.

There were six July Camping Parties each of which records hereunder its own
peculiar saga. Some of them assumed names, which are herein set out in

case you are fogged. As the Annual is put down somewhat chronologically,

the August Expeditions find space further ahead.

Great Bay, known as Camp Vetter-Vetter-Yet.

Muscongus Bay, known as Camp Train Yard.

Woodlot, known as Woodpeckers' Camp.
Baldwin's Point, known as Camp HalfA-Loaf.

Pink House and Sandy Cove.
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Sandy Cove

On Monday, July 10, the Sandy Cove
boys met in South Glen Ayr and
packed their duffles. After the equip-

ment was ready and carried to the

water a downpour came which lasted

for about an hour.

Uncle Don asked Mr. Brock to take

the food over before the rest of the

group and place it in the tent which

fortunately had been pitched the day

before by Fred Hatch &. Company.
We stayed a while under cover, then

dumped our boats free of water and
all the boys jumped in them to play

around on the water. Following lunch

there was a sequence of fights between
Messrs. dishing and Joe Ferree, all

of which produced plenty of thrills.

Doc Wishropp decided that after

supper we should have a campfire and
the "Gold Bug" was read.

Next morning Joe Ferree, Bob Beede
and DeWitt Taylor went fishing early

with Ham Rogers, and both Ferree

and Beede caught a couple of small

perch. Later in the morning the boys

walked over the hill with Mr. Brock
and played hide and seek in the pine

groves. This turned out to be not too
exciting, because there were so many
mosquitoes on hand. In the afternoon
Uncle Don appeared in Capt. Chap-

man's boat, bringing candy to DeWitt

Taylor; DeWitt was soon pampered
to death, and his generosity overruled.

Capt. Chapman took all the boys for

a ride around the lake, turning the

corners fast so that the boat would
receive its own wake. After supper

the boys had a marshmallow roast

and went to bed early.

Wednesday morning was another

beautiful one, so Doc Wishropp de-

cided to have all the boys paddle a

war canoe to the island across from
the cove.

After lunch Uncle Don came again

with the mail and he also brought us

a nice large supply of hamburgers and
soft drinks which were ravenously de-

voured by all. At campfire the boys

elected Don Kennedy, Best Camper;

Frankie Rutan, Most Helpful; Blair

Torrey, Water Baby; and DeWitt
Taylor, Camp Pest.

The next morning we had an early

breakfast and paddled back to camp
after three very fine days. Doc Wish'
ropp was a swell cook although he did

give Mr. Brock indigestion for three

days solid.

Signed:

Mr. Brock

The Pink House Qamping Party

Monday: Monday morning dawned Larry Lewis, Charlie Roberts, Grant
cloudy and cheerless with a promise Hathaway and Cully Connely, made
of rain. Undaunted, our party, in- hurried last minute preparations. Sud-
cluding Matt Gault, Hank Briggs and denly the rain started down in bucket-
boys Charlie Townsend, Bobby fuls. Matt and Idy had already
Dunkle, Idy Iglehart, Gaily Cammann, started in a canoe and were drenched
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but Hank and the rest waited until the

worst was over and then piled into

Harold Chapman's V8 and were rap-

idly carried around to Pink House.

In no time at all our conical army tent

was pitched, our kitchen was put in

order, and a warm sun peered down
at us through the clouds to give us

every encouragement for a successful

trip.

Lunch was started with soup and
ended with peaches, and was soon
over and left us the rest of the day to

swim and fish. Larry Lewis and
Bobby Dunkle proved to be the most
successful Isaac Waltons; they came
back with some fine white perch which
were fried for supper. Cully, Charlie

Townsend and Charlie Roberts re-

solved themselves into the three C's

and prowled around the lake in a row-

boat. Matt practiced casting with a

practice plug and eventually imparted

much of his skill to Larry and Idy

while Hank sat around and took

things plenty easy just in case his

energy might be needed somewhere in

a hurry. We all polished the after-

noon off with a refreshing swim and
then dug into our cold cereal. The
mosquitoes were so thick that we dis-

pensed with any notion of a campfire

and retired soon to swat until the wee
small hours. Cully and Grant threw

together a bugproof pup tent and
faired better than the rest of us.

Tuesday: The boys as usual arose

with the sun around four-thirty but

the councillors hung on to the last

vestiges of sleep until around seven,

when they arose and took over the

preparation of breakfast from the boys

who had made several false starts in

the past three hours. This seemed to

be essential if any food was to be pre-

served for the remainder of the trip.

We tossed off some Ralston and fried

eggs and corn beef hash which proved
to be the most tasty combination ever

concocted. With breakfast cleared

away and a fair day in prospect all

blankets were aired and the majority

moved out of the tent to sleep that

night all over the point. Later on we
decided to join the Woodlot party for

lunch and a swim. We hiked up to

the main road with some difficulty and
down the road until we came to Guy
Benner's house where we got some
water and guide services for the rest of

the hike. We arrived at Woodlot in

an hour and found that they had
pitched their tent practically in the

lake. Aside from that everything was
shipshape. Just before lunch Josh and
Hank paddled back to Pink House to

get some needed supplies and had din-

ner there. The rest of the Pink House
squad dined on Woodlot hospitality

which consisted of a sort of hash in-

cluding all remaining edibles.

After dinner Jimmy O' Brian and

Matt paddled over to a girls' camp
across the lake to get some sugar (!?).

They came back with the sugar.

Charlie Robinson made his appear-

ance soon in a rowboat and took Matt

and some of the heavier campers home
by way of the water while the rest

hiked home with Hank. A swim
marked their arrival and was followed

by supper of the same type as on the

previous night. The mosquitoes made
an earlier appearance than on the

night before so we hit the hay early.

Being entrenched against the bugs we

passed a much pleasanter night.

Wednesday: Arising early we were

met with another beautiful day.

Breakfast was uneventful and the

same as usual. Wednesday was to be

the day of our big feed so there was a
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certain tenseness in the air. In the

morning we went swimming and did

some fishing with poor luck. Part of

the time we spent in putting Bobby
Dunkle's gear in commission. It con-

sisted of a water-proofed roof over the

end of a tremendous sleeping bag that

was equipped with fool proof mo-
squito netting. Later, Woodlot came
over to spend the day with us and we

all took a swim before a light lunch.

After lunch, Uncle Don and Doc
Wishropp came around in the V8 to

bring our steaks for the big feed. Most
of us then took a short spin in the

boat up and down the lake. In the

meantime Jimmy O'Brian, Idy Igle-

hart, Cully Connely paddled down to

Damariscotta Mills to buy some pop
and cookies. They arrived back at
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about five o'clock. The big feed was

a huge success from soup to cookies.

The small individual steaks were done
to a turn and smothered in onions.

The pop was ice cold and of numerous
flavors, and as an added delicacy we
had our choice of lemon meringue or

apple pie. After the dishes were cleaned

up and everyone was comfortably set-

tled we had statistics which turned

out as follows: Best Camper, Idy Igle-

hart; Most Helpful, Charlie Townsend.

Thursday: The last day of our party

dawned clear and we got up and
breakfasted early. Our tent came
down with a mild crash and our dun-
nage was loaded in the boats; we were

ready to leave just as Harold Chap-
man hove into view. On the way home
we picked up the Woodlot crowd and
their boats and sped back to Kieve.

Signed:

Hank Briggs

Camp Train Yarn

Wisely waiting for the torrential down-
pour to stop, the Muscongus Bay boys

were the last party to set out for their

camping site. Rugged Franny DeLone
and Rough and Ready George Bald-

win, over anxious to leave camp, pre-

ceded the main body of campers to

Muscongus, and courageously set up
the tent in spite of the driving rain.

The more clever members of the group

led by the astute Cappy Townsend
followed soon after. These were:

Choo Choo Train, Bob Plumb, Luke
Hopkins, Mike Ohl, Dick Schneider,

Billy Daniel, Johnny Weeks, and
Locky Gould. Arriving at camp we
finished pitching the tent and finally

succeeded in lighting a fire with the

soaked wood.

Lunch was soon prepared by the

master chefs, DeLone and Townsend,
and everyone seemed to get enough
with the exception, of course, of the

perpetually hungry Dick Schneider.

Lunch over, half of our group wan-
dered over to the nearby railroad

tracks and the rest went off boating or

fishing. It was soon time to get ready

for supper and more wood had to be

collected. Fireman Bobby Plumb, with

the help of Locky Gould and Mike
Ohl, finally succeeded in kindling an-

other hearty blaze, and soon the ritual

of eating began again. Our provisions



The Kieve Annual 19

by now were disappearing rapidly,

especially the sugar, which Jolly John
Weeks was consuming in enormous
gulps. Johnny Train entertained

everyone during dinner with stories of

Spanish Inquisitions and cats buried

alive. After supper, the story telling

continued and was finally ended by

Cappy's thrilling tale which was in-

terrupted only by the complacent

snores of Billy Daniel.

Tuesday was very windy but a little

clearer. The hearty councillors up at

the crack of dawn soon prepared

breakfast and routed the boys from

their beds — even the sleepy Luke

Hopkins. Another trip to the railroad

tracks followed breakfast and many
dangerous looking iron spikes were

collected as souvenirs. The water was

very rough during the morning but that

didn't prevent George Baldwin from

taking his usual morning paddle. After

lunch some lipstick was mysteriously

found in Bill Daniel's duffle bag, and

many of the boys smeared their faces

with this war paint. After they had
finished our whole camp paddled over

to play baseball with the Baldwin's

Point party. Bill Daniel's team was

beaten 4-2 but since many of our best

players were playing for the opposing

camp each side claimed the victory.

When the game was over both sides

were rewarded with a long dip. Then
we had to hurry back to Muscongus
to get supper ready, which included

cereal and corned beef hash, deliciously

browned. Master of Ceremonies
again led the after-dinner story telling,

and soon the persistent buzzing of mos-

quitoes announced that it was again

time to try to get some sleep.

We were wakened Wednesday morn-
ing by the splashing of bass, jumping
in the lake. A number of intrepid

fishermen set out after this quarry,

using lizards and shiners for bait, but

had no luck. Returning empty-

handed, the fishermen were glad to

learn that the master chefs had not

depended on the skill of the angles for

the morning meal.

As soon as breakfast was over, we
all hiked down the railroad tracks to

the saw mill. The mill was not in op-

eration at the time, but at least we got

an idea of how the timber was cut.

More interesting still was a litter of

setter puppies, belonging to the mill

owner. Everyone was intrigued by the

antics of the little dogs, and it was with
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regret that we returned to camp tor

luncheon.

On Wednesday afternoon Cappy
set off to procure the food for the big

feed, while the rest of us spent the

afternoon peeling onions and potatoes

and getting things ready for the feast.

Shortly after Cappy returned, a delic-

ious meal of soup, steak smothered in

onions, potatoes, pies, pop and cookies

was served up — seasoned by stories

told by Master Train. Johnny and
George Baldwin managed to drop

their steaks in the dirt, but nothing

daunted, scraped them off and con-

tinued with their supper.

The feed was followed by a camp-

fire. Franny told the mysterious story

of the Wendigo, much to the fright of
Dick Schneider. This was followed

by statistics — Johnny Train being

elected Best Camper, Mike Ohl, Most
Helpful, and George Baldwin, Water
Baby. Then another of Cappy Town-
send's hair raising tales— and so to bed.

Thursday morning we were up at

the crack of dawn in order to be
ready for the V8 when it should come
to tow us back to camp. We just made
it, quickly hitched our canoes to the

stern of the power boat, and began
the trek back to Kieve. Thus, after

three delightful days of camping out,

ended our stay at Camp Train Yarn.

Signed:

Billy Daniel

Qamp Vetter-Vetter-Yet

Immediately after breakfast on Mon-
day morning, July 9, the Great Bay

camping party got under way. The
clouds, low overhead, gathered in ever

seeming thickness and most assuredly

gave an ominous appearance. But to

the light hearted campers this was

nothing, and we all piled into our boat,

the V-8, which was to tow us to the

camping site. Those who were hud-

dled into the cock-pit were: Bob
Moore, Channing Daniel, Fred Moore,

Bob Heiligman, Bob Nelson, Bob
Riker, Bob Ferree, Dick Connely,

Micky Black, Jiggs Booth, Sam Felton,

and Jackie Brown.

About halfway to Great Bay, a light

rain began to fall, making it necessary

to place all our rain coats over the

food and duffle. The light rain did

not hold long — no, no!! It soon

turned into a veritable deluge which

soaked us all from head to foot. Ar-

riving at the site, we poured ourselves

out onto the stone dock and made a

chain ladder to transport our luggage

to the land. We soon had every-

thing ashore, and amidst the down-
pour, we pitched our tents. As soon
as they were up, we moved all the duf-

fle and food into them to keep every-

thing from getting entirely soaked
through. The rain soon let up and
we went about lighting a fire with wet
wood and no paper. Much fun was
had by all the skeptical group, but

Pyro Daniel somehow got the fire

going and in no time we were all dry

and cheery once more.

That afternoon we spent in getting

camp into shape, and just before sup-

per, we had a long soak in which Bob
Ferree made it clear that he didn't fear

the water.

Soon after supper, we all went to

bed as we were all tired out after the

battle with the storm. The last in-

struction from the council was not to
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awaken them before eleven in the

morning at which time they wished to

have their breakfast served in bed.

Who could know that they were

serious?

Before dawn on Tuesday, Bobby
Heiligman was up and set to work to

build a camp fire for breakfast. He
then attempted to wake some of the

other fellows, but it appears that the

council was not the only lazy party as

there was no other boy who wished to

climb from his bed to eat. Finally

about seven, all the boys got up and
ate. Most of them went out fishing

while the others stayed near the tents.

It was about ten when the council first

began to move, and about ten-thirty

when they began to holler for their

food which was served by Chef Heilig-

man. The remainder of the morning
was spent in soak, during which a

canoe was turned over affording much
pleasure for all.

Early in the afternoon right after

rest period, Bob Moore set out for

Jefferson on foot to get some of the

food for the big feed. Bobby Ferree,

Dick Connely, Micky Black, Sam Fel-

ton, and Jack Brown went with him.

The rest of us stayed in camp and went
fishing most of the afternoon. Jiggs

Booth and Fred Moore had all the

luck bringing home two bass and one
large perch.

That night after supper we sat

around and told ghost stories until

nearly ten o'clock. We believe that

the councilors kept us up so late that

they might sleep better in the morning
because we would all be so tired, but

they got fooled for we all got up early

and went fishing before breakfast, re-

turning at seven to wake the council.

They refused to move so we had to get

our own breakfast which didn't turn

out too good. After breakfast we
spent about two hours getting fire wood
for the big feed, and that done, we
again had one of our prolonged soaks.

After a light lunch, those of us who
didn't go to Jefferson yesterday, went

in with Channing while the other men
went out fishing. We got five pounds
of hamburger and some other delica-

cies which seemed right and proper

for a great feed the last night of our

party. When we returned to camp,

Bob and Chan both set to work get-

ting the food cooked. We had home
fried potatoes, steak, peas, all of which
was preceded by chicken soup, and
then last of all, we had our choice of

four kinds of ice cream. There were

none of us who could eat any more
when we got through. We were so

full that we didn't want to move, so it

was decided we would have our camp
statistics before we did another thing.

The results were as follows:

Best Camper: Bob Heiligman
Most Helpful: Fred Moore
Water Baby: Bobby Ferree
Biggest Eater: Dick Connely

Following these votes, we cleaned

up camp as much as possible because

the V-8 was to come for us early on
Thursday morning and we wanted to

be ready. Soon after the cleaning up
process, we turned in, being desper-

ately tired and full.

The following morning we were up
early in order to get camp cleaned up
which we did in lively tune. The V-8
was right on time at ten o'clock, and
we had another uneventful ride home
to Kieve, but, my, how good the camp
looked, especially with the idea of a

real bed under us for a change.

Signed:

Fred Moore
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Camp ^alf-a-Loaf
Indoor baseball in South Glenayr con-

stituted the unofficial beginning of

Camp Half-A-Loaf for, not unlike

most camping parties, it was raining.

The rain subsided enough finally, so

that by late morning, along with the

Muscongus Bay trippers, we were the

last ones to start out. Chet Baldwin,

Ph D, Skippered the warcanoe with

the eight boys balanced by First Mate

Sam Finnell in the bow. Skip Swart-

ley, one of the hard working J. C.'s.,

was elected to steer the scow which
was towed by the V-8.

Upon unloading the rather heavily

laden scow, we discovered much to

our combined chagrin and dismay
that the tent had been left behind. It

seems that "Double Check" Jim
Beighle had put one over on us. For-

tunately though, we had brought the

small fly and so quickly set about
pitching it, for the threatening skies

forbode more rain. After the duffles

and provisions had been safely cov-

ered, Head Chef Chet provided a light

but much appreciated lunch. Fortu-

nately we then had a breathing spell

although the skies were still black,

and upon taking inventory discovered

that the party consisted of: Dud
Bohlen, Larry Gardner, Bobo Keating,

Dick Kennedy, Tommy McCarter,

Angus MacLean, Sid Small and Bill

Torrey.

It was decided that Sam and Skip

would paddle back to camp to get the

tent. Half way back they luckily met
the V-8, and Uncle Don, who was

aboard, promised to deliver our tent

before dark, and for the interim he

left us a large tent fly. Aboard the V-8
also was a boy, new not only to Camp
Half-A-Loaf but to Camp Kieve,

Arnaud deLustrac of Paris, France.

When the boat left we had a general

soak, but were forced to dry ourselves

in the breezes for all the towels were

still in the unpacked duffles. As we
were getting supper the V-8 again hove
into view with the tent. Risking a

quick shower we finished our supper

and then pitched the tent. With the

help of agile Larry Gardner we were

able to put an improvised fly on top.

Duffles were quickly unpacked and the

tent made ready for the night. After

all faces had been duly immersed in

citronella, Chet read us the first two

chapters of P. G. Wodehouse's

Brinkley Manor and soon we were all

asleep.

Tuesday morning found Skip up at

five A. M. for a little fishing. After

two hours of plug casting his "net" re-

sult was a thirteen inch perch. Noise
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so loud that it reverberated across the

lake brought Skip in and woke both

Sam and Chet. It seems that Tommy
McCarter and Dicky Kennedy were

those mainly instrumental in starting

it off. Chet again cooked us a super-

lative breakfast which included, of

course, the fish fried in pancake flour.

Boat permissions, followed by soak

and many games of hide and seek

filled the rest of the morning.

After lunch, the Train Yarn Troup
from Muscongus Bay barged in on us

for an informal baseball game in the

spacious field behind our camp site.

In a choose up game Larry Gardner's

crew triumphed over Bill Daniel's.

Meanwhile Chet had gone to Waldo-

boro to make arrangements for the

feast to be held the following night.

After Cappy Townsend had beat a re-

treat with his party, Sam and Skip put

together a supper which required a

minimum of cooking. Chet finally

turned up just at dark, where upon
everyone went to bed and soon were

put to sleep by the soothing strains of

Chet's voice reading Wodehouse.
We arose slightly later on Wednes-

day than on the preceding day to the

sound of Chet flipping pancakes.

Needless to say breakfast was readily

consumed and after cleaning up the

dishes Skip took several of the boys

out fishing but they had no luck.

After a quick lunch we all paddled

down to the sawmill at the foot of

Muscongus Bay in the hope of seeing

it in operation. We were disappointed

on that score but we were gladly

shown around by the caretaker who
possessed among other things three

cocker spaniel puppies which de-

lighted us immensely. A slight rain

might have disturbed our visit had we
not found shelter in the saw shed.

There to amuse ourselves, Sam organ-

ized some boxing which was soon
abandoned in favor of Indian Wrest-

ling because of the lack of gloves. Bo
Keating appeared to be unconquerable

in this second sport until Tommy
McCarter finally threw him.

Soon the shower being over we
started back to Baldwin's Point, pick-

ing up Cappy and Bobby Plumb on
the way. All except Sam — he wanted
to sleep!— tramped up to Mrs. Nichols'

house at the top of the hill for the pies

we had ordered. After having ob-

tained them Skip led the way back

while Chet and Cap went on to Glen-

don alone for the rest of the food.

Sam (awake by now) had us all

straighten up camp and soon began to
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peel potatoes and onions. We had
just about completed our task when
he returned with seven pounds ot

steak. We pitched right into supper,

and the meal — complete with sec-

onds — included, steak smothered in

onions, mashed potatoes, strawberry

pie, ginger ale and chocolate bars.

Pots and pans were quickly made spic

and span and then we held elections.

They turned out as follows: Best

Camper, Larry Gardner; Most Helpful,

Arnaud deLustrac; Biggest Eater, Dick

Kennedy; Most Helpless, Sid Small;

Best Sport, Larry Gardner; Water Baby,

Dick Kennedy. The Kieve song and
cheer was our good-night to our last

campfire at Baldwin's Point.

After we had gotten in bed Skip

told the classic Everglade Swamp
Thriller, which made Sid Small very

curious about the black widow spider

Being reassured that there were none
in Maine he settled back in his blank-

ets for the night. Again Chet topped

off the day with more of Brinkley

Manor. It acted as an opiate and soon
his voice was lost in snores.

We were up Thursday in order to

have breakfast, break camp and be

ready to leave by eight-thirty. Sure

enough, with the Muscongus Bay
troup in tow, the V-8 stopped for us

on the dot. This time, however, Chet
rated the ride in the scow with the

dunnage while Sam and Skip stayed

behind to bring up the boys in the war
canoe. After a final checkup, Camp
Half-A-Loaf was abandoned. On the

way back we fell in with Doc Wishropp
and his crew from Sandy Cove; the

trip turned into a war canoe race back

to camp. We won, but that was a

minor point compared to the general

rejoicing at being back at Kieve.

Signed:

John N. Swartley
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IjOoodlot l&oodpeckers

On Monday, July 10, our party put out

from camp for Woodlot — one of

Kieve's famous camping spots. Just

as we finished packing our two canoes

and the sailboat, a terrific thunder-

storm broke — sending us all into the

bath houses for shelter. We waited

for the storm to pass and then pro-

ceeded on our way. Uncle Don had
the V-8 tow our canoes and those of

the Pink House party down the lake

to our respective camping sites.

Immediately upon our arrival, we
set to work putting up the big tent and
making camp. Our party consisted of

Josh Camblos and Jimmy O'Brian as

councillors and Norman Brown,

Johnny Burnham, Petey DeLone,
Tommy Ewing, Liam O'Brian, Bill

Ingraham, Bill Raynor and Eddie Ver-

Planck completed our personnel. Josh

and Jimmy had quite a time deciding

on a place for the tent. However, we
finally pitched it in a clearing on the

edge of the lake — the mosquitoes

back in the woods were too vicious so

we had little choice.

We finally had things in good order

so our next move was to prepare the

lunch; for we were all hungry after

the morning's work. Jimmy prepared

some first-class corned-beef hash while

Josh whipped up a big kettle full of

tomato soup. Everyone dove into the

food with great gusto — Pee Wee Ver-
Planck taking care of a good portion

of the soup.

After lunch we had an hour's rest

inside the big tent; except Petey De-
Lone and Liam O'Brian. They had
rigged up their own shelter from
ponchos and a good supply of mos-
quito netting.

The afternoon was spent in various

ways. Most of us tried our luck at

fishing while the others explored the

surrounding woods. Josh and Jimmy
stayed in the tent — the lazy loafers.

Tommy Ewing was the fisherman of

the day; he landed several nice perch.

We had a late supper and then pre-

pared for the night. As twilight came
on the mosquitoes descended in count-

less squadrons. To evade the siege,

we hurried into the tent to build a

small fire with the hope that the smoke
would drive them away. After some
minutes the fire had the desired effect

and we gradually fell asleep while Josh

looked after the smoldering embers.

Most of us were up at the crack of

dawn, but our hopes for something

to eat were shattered by voices from
the tent requesting quiet. Finally,

the councillors arose and we had a

monster breakfast of eggs, cereal,

oranges and hot cocoa. After break-

fast we cleaned up camp. Most of us

again set out to do some fishing.

About eleven o'clock we were sur-

prised with a visit from the Pink

House gang. We all went in for soak

after which Jimmy and Matt Gault

whipped up a fine lunch. Hank
Briggs and Josh had gone back to

Kieve in the meantime to procure sev-

eral articles which they had forgotten

on Monday. As soon as we finished

lunch, Josh and Hank returned with

remarks about the wonderful meal
they had had at camp. We had rest

period soon after lunch. The Pink
House boys left us around three

o'clock.

They hadn't been gone long when
Uncle Don arrived in the V-8 with the
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mail. We gave him a list of the food

we wanted for the big feed and he

soon departed.

After supper we retreated into the

tent and with the help of the fire, the

mosquitoes were kept away. Jimmy
read to us and then we turned in for

the night.

Everyone was up early the next

morning. We had breakfast, cleared

up camp and headed for Pink House
— for we were to return the compli-

ments of the preceding day. Just before

lunch, Jimmy O'Brian set out for Dam-
ariscotta Mills to get the belly-wash

with Petey DeLone and Liam O'Brian
— We had a rest period soon after-

ward.

While Hank, Matt, and Josh began

preparing the food for the big feast,

most of us played in the boats or went

fishing.

Finally the feed was ready and we
all went to work on the steaks, peas,

potatoes and pies. Jimmy arrived

soon with the chocolate bars and pop.

After supper we had a big campfire
— Josh told us the story of "Dracula."

Around ten o'clock we set out for

Woodlot. We went to bed immedi-

ately upon our arrival. For some
strange reason Petey and Liam pre-

ferred to sleep in the big tent — we all

know why!

We were up early the next morning
for we had to get breakfast and break

camp.

The V-8 arrived around nine o'clock

and towed us back to camp.

It was great to get clean and be back

in civilized territory.

Translated from the original vernacular

of Petey DeLone and Liam O'Brian.
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cAt the IsOater

This summer's informal activities at

the water — boating, canoeing, and the

like— provided much amusement at

times when the boys were not busy

doing some of the more formally or-

ganized activities around camp. The
presence of a really sandy beach —
thanks to several truckloads of sand

which were saved from the cement

mixing— gave added impetus to the

building of sand castles and irrigation

projects on the beach.

The punts, which were notably

leaky this summer, caused no end of

amusement. They were not infre-

quently used as a sort of bathtub in

which the occupant could obtain the

desired end of an almost complete

immersion.

Although there was little formalized

instruction in the use of boats and
canoes, constant use of these craft was
sufficient to bring about a marked im-

provement in their handling. All in

all, the season at the water was a most
enjoyable and successful one.

Signed:

H. F. DeLone

Uncensored

Swimming
Again this year swimming constituted

one of the more formally organized

activities around camp. Every boy in

camp, with the exception of the four

boys who were receiving instruction in

Life Saving, was enrolled in a class of
six or seven boys of comparatively
equal swimming ability. A prize of a

chocolate bar to each member was
offered the class showing the most in-

terest, best attendance, and greatest

improvement.

After a boy had accomplished his

raft swim, (50 yards), he was taught

the essentials of the American Crawl
Stroke— exhaling breath under water,
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ter, flutter kick, overhand arm stroke,

and head in the water. Few of the

younger boys had any knowledge of

the stroke before this summer, but, by

the end of the summer almost all had

learned the fundamentals of the stroke

which has proved to be by far the

most efficient for all types of swim-

ming. Marked improvement was

shown by older and younger boys

alike throughout the season. All but

one boy, who was hampered by a late

start, swam their raft swim, and there

were only nine boys who did not ac-

complish the island swim (600 yards).

Unfortunately, there was not the

customary competition as to positions

on the Kieve Swimming Chart. Due
to the illness of the swimming coun-

cillor the swimming chart was not

posted until the end of the year.

Every boy in camp was classified on
the chart as "Paddler," "Roller," or

"Swimmer," on the basis of form,

endurance, and speed in swimming the

Crawl Stroke. However, since the

chart was not posted until the end of

camp, the customary challenging for

positions on the chart was not in evi-

dence this year.

Much thanks is due Mr. Moore for

his aid in teaching swimming during

the absence of the swimming council-

lor. All told, the season was one of

the most successful we have ever had
in swimming.

Signed:

H. Francis DeLone

Kieve Swimming Chart

Paddlers

VerPlanck
Baldwin, R.

Brown, N.
Bohlen
Keating
Cammann
Gardner
Kennedy, R.

Kennedy, D.
Torrey, B.

Small
Beede
de Lustrac

Norris
Wilmer

Rollers

Connely, R.

Rayner
Baldwin, G.
Townsend, W.
Taylor
Black
Hathaway
Wister
Ober
Ingraham
Ewing
Townsend, C.
Nelson
Felton
Ferree, R.

Heiligman
DeLone
Iglehart

Daniel
Roberts

Connely, C.
Brown, J.

Schnedier
Hopkins
Robinson
Weeks
Train
Lewis
Plumb
Burnham
Ohl
Booth
McCarter
Gould
Cushing
Torrey, W.
Ferree, J.

MacLean
Rutan
Herbert

Swimmers

Riker
Davis
Moore
O'Brian
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"Water Sports Day

After a spell of dark and threatening

weather we were delighted to have our

guests bring us a clear, sunny day for

Water Sports.

The Sports themselves constituted

the culmination of a week and a half

of preliminaries, heats and try-outs —
the events actually run off on Water

Sports Day being the finals of the vari-

ous sports in which eliminations had
been held. The same enthusiasm,

keen rivalry, spirit of good fun, and
good sportsmanship which had pre-

vailed throughout the preliminaries

was seen on Water Sports Day.

Among the interesting events held

were obstacle races; some well swum
and closely contested swimming races;

diving; row boat and punt races,

canoe races, among which was the

very confused Junior Double Canoe
Race, which had to be run a second

time due to a triple foul; canoe tilting;

and life saving.

Many of the races were close, but

all doubts were banished by the excel-

lent Judges: Messrs. Train, Baldwin,

and Townsend. Chief Judge Train

completed his task as head judge with

a most delightful talk, given just before

the presentation of the prizes.

The results of the events were as

follows:

SENIOR EVENTS

75-Yard-Swim — Riker; 2nd, Moore; 3rd,
Black.

Single Canoe Race — Nelson; 2nd, Moore;
3rd, R. Connely.

Double Canoe Race — R. Connely and
Moore; 2nd, Nelson and Heiligman.

Canoe Tilt — Booth and Iglehart; 2nd, Her-
bert and Black.

Diving — Riker; 2nd, Booth; 3rd, C. Con-
nely.

Obstacle Race — R. Connely; 2nd, Nelson.

JUNIOR EVENTS

40-Yard Swim — O'Brian; 2nd, Rayner; 3rd,
G. Baldwin.

Boat Race — DeLone; 2nd, Robinson; 3rd,
C. Connely.

Obstacle Race — Baldwin; 2nd, Ingraham.
Double Canoe Race — C. Townsend and Rob-

inson; 2nd, Plumb and Rayner.

SUB-JUNIOR EVENTS

25-Yard Swim — Taylor; 2nd, Gardner; 3rd,
Rutan.

Obstacle Race — Gardner; 2nd, Beede.
Punt Race — Taylor; 2nd, B. Torrey.

Senior General Excellence was a tie between
Freddy Moore and Bobby Riker, both of whom
had 10 points. Junior General Excellence was
won by Charlie Robinson with 7 points.

George Baldwin, Petie De Lone, and Liam
O'Brian tied for second place with 5 points.
DeWitt Taylor won Sub-Junior General Excel-
lence with a total of 9 points, with Larry
Gardner second with 7 points.
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Red Cross Life Saving Corps

Due to the small number of boys who
were eligible to try out for Life Saving

because they were not of the required

age of twelve, only four boys showed
up when the first call for candidates

was issued. Another cause for this

small group was because many of the

eligible boys had already obtained their

diplomas the year before, but the small

number turned out to be an asset be-

cause the boys were able to receive

more individual instruction than if

there had been a large group and con-

sequently they were all more adept in

the art in a far shorter time than ever

before.

The four boys who turned out were

Micky Black, Idy Iglehart, Bobby Fer-

ree, and Charlie Roberts. All four

worked laboriously hard and with in-

tense concentration, which made it

possible for them to be ready for their

exams about ten days before Water
Sports Day. This feat would not have

been possible had they not cooperated

so faithfully each day when the class

was held. They all realized that be-

coming a Life Saver meant more work
than play and that it was really a seri-

ous undertaking. No one could have
asked for a better group to work with

under any conditions.

After three weeks of constant drill,

the boys were ready to take their final

exam. They were all so well prepared

that they all passed the exam without

any trouble whatsoever, thus becom-
ing Junior Members of the National

Red Cross Life Saving Corps.

The present members of the Corps
now at Kieve are as follows:

Dick Connely Micky Black
Bobby Nelson Idy Iglehart

Charlie Davis Bobby Ferree

Bobby Riker Charlie Roberts
Freddy Moore

Signed:

R. W. Moore, III
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Sailing

Owing to the grand weather in general

throughout the summer, more interest

was shown this year at Kieve than is

the usual case. Not only the older

boys got out in the boats this summer,

but the younger ones showed that

they are by no means land-lubbers,

some of them becoming as accom-

plished in the art as any one in camp.

There are many activities at Kieve
— so many that they sometimes con-

flict with one another; because of this,

the sailing races are withheld until

about the last ten days of camp at

which time interest is overflowing.

It would seem that lady luck was

against us this year for when the last

ten days came up, the weather was

heavy with fog and rain which re-

mained with us until there were only

five days left. Then one morning,

the sun broke through, the wind
came out of the west, and the first heat

of the Harris Hall Yacht Club was

ready to be run off. As the gun went

off, Bill Wister slid across the line and
got under way in grand style followed

by Grant Hathaway and Fred Moore.

His lead, however, was short lived for

Fred and Grant soon slid by him as

the sun disappeared behind threaten-

ing clouds. Before the first buoy was

reached, a light rain began to fall, but

the sailors kept at it with Freddy Moore
showing the way. He increased his

lead all the way to the finish line

which he crossed a full ten minutes

ahead of Grant Hathaway who nosed

out Bill for second place.

The following day brought clear

weather and a strong southwester. In

the second heat, Commodore Charlie

Davis led for almost three-quarters of

the way when Neophyte Cully Con-
nely crept up from nowhere to pass

Charlie and Jacky Brown. He fur-

thered his lead for the last quarter mile

to win the heat by three hundred yards.

In the third heat, Bob Plumb de-

faulted, leaving the fight between Nel-

son and Heiligman. Nelson had a

hard time of it, and could not seem
to get under way while Heiligman in-

creased his lead by nearly a half mile.

The distance remained the same, and
Bobby Heiligman came home the

winner.

The finals were held on Sunday
afternoon, the next to last day of

camp. There was little wind which
left the lake more like a mirror than a

sailing course, but it was the kind of

wind which tests the patience, the

skill and the endurance of the com-
petitors. It took Freddy Moore, the

first one across the line, a full twenty

minutes to get more than a hundred
yards away from the starting point.

Where he got the wind from is still a

mystery to the other competitors, Bob
Heiligman and Cully Connely, but he

steadily gained and pulled away from
them, leaving them hopelessly behind.

The race dragged on for a full two
hours when Freddy finally slid

across the line to win. Cully Connely
managed to come home about ten

minutes later with Bob right behind

him. It was a difficult race to sail, and
all three boys did well, but it is quite

definitely clear that Freddy had the

more adequate knowledge of handling

in a light wind.

So, for the 1939 Kieve season,

Freddy Moore is the winner of the

Ober Trophy.
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Dramatics

Kiev? Dramatic Club

"Tonight at about 7:15 the Kieve

Theater will throw open its doors to a

gala performance — the first of a ser-

ies of dramatic offerings. Kindly stay

away from Innisfree until the bugle

blows."

Thus the fourteenth year of little

plays got under way on our first Sat-

urday night together. Harris re-

sponded with a performance which
was daring in the extreme. Madame
Fifi la Tour and her Gaiety Girls in a

fashion parade inaugurated our open-

ing in grand style.

The camping party performances

were marked by many high lights

even though the audience did applaud

often at the wrong moment. Bobby
Plumb took the water cure in good
shape to the enjoyment of all — and
had a quarter extra for keeps.

North Glen Ayr came through with

a fine radio act featuring Kennedy's
Little Liver Pills which was swallowed

by the audience without too much ef-

fort, and we moved on toward the

Water Sports Play.

"Elmer," a One Act Play was the

vehicle for the big performance, and
after many weary hours Dress Re-

hearsal night came along. Grant Hath-

away, one of the "Twins," was con-

fined to the Infirmary so Bill Daniel of

the Club and last year's performance

stepped into the breech like a man, or

should we say girl, and did a swell job.

Even though the gun didn't go off at

the crucial moment, and the "girls"

forgot their wigs on occasion it was a

pretty fair first night and everyone had
a lot of fun.

Water Sports night saw Hathaway
back in the cast with every one deter-

mined to really come through. The
theater packed — the stage set — the

players determined — what could be

expected other than the excellent indi-

vidual portrayal of character which



34 The Kieve Annual

was given, and the esprit de corps of

the group which carried the play along

as a unit to a dramatic close worthy of

older and more experienced men.

From crotchety Miss Pinney by Black

and severy Mrs. Collier by C. Towns-

end, Riker as Fannie Belle from the

deep South, the two young blades,

Hubert and Russell, by Moore and
Nelson, the twins, Jeanie and
Janie, by Hathaway and Plumb, every

one did a fine job. However, especial

mention must be made of the work of

Iglehart as Susan and Ohl as Elmer.

These two carried the burden, and

their young shoulders took the strain.

The effervescence of the pair was a joy

to behold, and they certainly lived

their parts to perfection.

Camping parties and the loss of our

theater and properties rather stifled

later efforts but not to the extent that

a Circus couldn't come to town! That

gala day arrived with all the fan-fare

and excitement of any Circus day.

The Wild Beasts with spreading horns

drawing the golden chariot in which
was seated the beautiful princess led

the grand parade. Followed by strong

men — wild men — half men, and
funny men the line of march extended

well over half the distance from the

farm house to the circus grounds.

Games of chance — games of skill

—

death-defying leaps into thin air —
efforts to capture the wild man all

ended with a trip through the Tunnel
of Despair. Into the blackness of a

dripping tomb, through the cavern of

bats, off a precipice into space — into

a coffin of spikes and back to life

again was the merry round-de-lay de-

vised and abetted by a council who
enjoyed the affair as much as the boys
themselves.

And so until next year with our new
Play House and the promise of a De-

Luxe Minstrel Show by the council,

we wish the Dramatic Club good luck.

Signed:

J. L. Beighle
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Report of Kieve Chapter, N. R. A
Junior Rifle Corps

Riflery again proved to be one of the

most popular activities at Kieve; and
during the summer, all but about a

half-dozen boys visited the rifle range.

Since most of the prospective young
riflemen had had little previous expe-

rience with firearms, the first few days

of July were taken up with exercixes

on the sighting bar, practice in the

proper trigger squeeze, and instruction

in regard to the nomenclature and care

of a rifle. Particular stress was also

laid on the safety code, and every boy
learned never to point a gun, loaded

or unloaded, at anything which he

does not wish to shoot for it is always

the unloaded gun that goes off with

disastrous effects. After these funda-

mental points had been mastered, the

boys were allowed to begin actual fir-

ing at targets. At first many of the

young marksmen had difficulty in even

hitting the targets but it was not long

before they began to place well grouped
bunches of shots nearer and nearer to

the bull's eye, and their scores ap-

proached closer and closer to the ever

distant perfect total of fifty. Of course

some of the flowering young "Daniel

Boones" and "Davey Crocketts" were

more persistent than others in their

efforts to improve their marksmanship,
and the success which they attained is

well recorded by the qualifications

which they were awarded.

It is impossible to mention all of the

boys whose skill and improvement de-

serve praise. However, there were a

few who were singularly outstanding.

Bobby Beede advanced from scratch

to his Sharpshooter Fourth Bar and
by the end of August was shooting

regularly in the middle forties. He
accomplished the rather remarkable

feat of winning both his Second and
Third Bars in one day. Jack Brown
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was another boy whose sturdy prog-

ress brought him all the way to Sharp-

shooter Second Bar in two months.

Tommy Ewing showed great natural

ability and aptitude for riflery and also

won his Second Bar. Among the

sharpshooters this year were Bo Keat-

ing and Jiggs Booth and both boys

showed great perseverence in their

efforts to improve their shooting. The
highest qualification of the year was

won by Dick Connely and he found it

necessary to shoot quite a few targets

before he finally perfected his tech-

nique for the sitting position. Many
other promising young "Buffalo Bills"

showed great progress and achieved

similar success but unfortunately space

doesn't permit mentioning them indi-

vidually.

A telescope, loaned to the range by

Jack Brown, was extremely useful in

spotting shots and undoubtedly im-

proved many a score. For boys who
were consistently placing all their

bullets in the black it was very helpful

to know where they lay in regard to

the ten ring. A very small Winchester,

loaned to the camp by Mr. Verne
Bateese, was really the only gun suit-

able for the smaller lads; and it wasn't

long before they began to speak of it

as affectionately as of a blood brother.

The older boys found two Savages and
a Mossberg at their disposal and did

some excellent shooting with all three.
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The keen interest of the boys, the

patience they exhibited both in their

actual shooting and also in waiting

their turn on the platform, and their

whole hearted co-operation in regard

to the safety regulations have been a

source of great pleasure to me, as in-

structor, throughout the entire season.

I hope and I feel certain that the basic

fundamentals which the boys have
learned this summer will prove to be a

sound foundation for their future

shooting and that the pleasant hours

which we have spent on the rifle range

will also prove to have been profitable

ones.

Signed

:

Sam Finnell

PRO-MARKSMEN

R. Baldwin
Beede
Booth
Brown, J.

Brown, N.
Burnham
Daniel
Ewing
Ferree, J.

Gardner
Gould
Herbert
Iglehart

Ingraham
Keating
Lewis
MacLean
Moore
Ohl
Riker
Rayner
Robinson
Schneider
Taylor
Train
Weeks

MARKSMAN
Beede
Booth
Brown, J.

Brown, N.
DeLone
Ewing
Ferree, J.

Gardner
Gould
Iglehart

Keating
Lewis
MacLean
Moore
Ohl
Riker
Schneider
Train

MARKSMEN— FIRST
CLASS

Beede
Booth
Brown, J.

Brown, N.
DeLone
Ewing
Felton

Gardner
Gould
Keating
Lewis
MacLean
Moore
Ohl
Schneider
C. Townsend
Train
Wister

SHARPSHOOTER

G. Baldwin
Beede
Booth
Brown, J.

Ewing
Felton
Gardner
Gould
Iglehart

Keating
Lewis
Schneider
Townsend, C.

Train
Wister

FIRST BAR

G.Baldwin,
Beede
Brown, J.

Ewing
Felton
Gardner
Nelson
Wister

SECOND BAR

Baldwin, G.
Beede
Brown, .J

Connely, R.

Ferree, R.

Heiligman
O'Brian

THIRD BAR

Beede
Connely, D.
Ferree, R.

Heiligman
O'Brian

FOURTH BAR

Beede
Connely, R.

Ferree, R.

Heiligman
O'Brian

FIFTH BAR

Connely
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foxing

Boxing this season at Kieve was vastly

more popular than in previous years.

Most of the bouts were held on rainy

days and during the Council meeting

on Sunday afternoons. Four tourna-

ments were arranged so that a cham-
pion could be discovered in each

dormitory. After many very exciting

bouts, promoted and managed by Mr.

Gale, the results were as follows:

South, Larry Gardner; North, Liam
O'Brian; Middle, Cully Connely; and
Harris, a draw between Dick Connely
and Fred Moore.

Besides the champs there are many
other hard-hitting and game young-

sters who deserve a great deal of

credit. One of them, Angus MacLean,
who fought Larruping Larry the

Champ three times, and lost by a hair

each time, was one of the cleverest

and hardest hitting fighters in South
Glenayre. Angus believes in the old

adage: If at first you don't succeed try,

try again! Champion Gardner proved
himself to be thoroughly game and
won many bouts on form alone. Billy

Daniel was quite willing to take on all

comers, but was out-pointed by the

heavier and more experienced O'Brian.

In Middle Glenayre Popeye truly

lived up to his reputation by invari-

ably taking on boys bigger than him-
self. Jiggs Booth was one of the

sturdiest fighters Harris Hall has seen

in many a season; it seemed that only

his size kept him from the champion-

ship. Locky Gould, Dud Bohlen,

Petey DeLone, Billy Rayner, Billy Wis-

ter, Dave Hopkins, Bobby Plumb,
Mike Ohl and Johnny Weeks also

showed great promise.

When bad weather interferred with

activities at the water Mr. Moore fre-

quently conducted classes for all inter-

ested boys. The turnout was very

gratifying. Throughout the season

both Mr. Moore and Mr. Gale, and
in fact all the councillors who helped

with the sport at various times em-
phasized the fact that we were inter-

ested in it only as boxing, never as

fighting in any other sense. In our
only competitive sport involving bod-

ily contact it is worth adding that only

the finest sportsmanship and highest

degree of self-control was shown.

Signed:

William F. Gale
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Everybody Busy I

Camp Statistics

AS VOTED BY THE BOYS

Best Camper: W. Townsend
Most Helpful: Nelson
Most Improved: Small
Sandiest: (tie) Gardner, B. Torrey
Most Generous: Rayner
Best Mannered: C. C. Townsend
Best Sport: Herbert
Best Athlete: W. Townsend
Most Enthusiastic: Iglehart and

C. Connely (tie)

Favorite Activity: Tennis
Favorite College: Princeton

AS VOTED BY THE COUNCILLORS

Kieve Boy: W. Townsend
Most Improved: Felton

Sandiest: McLean
Most Generous: Iglehart

Best Mannered: C. C. Townsend
Best Sport: O'Brian

Most Enthusiastic: Ohl
Best Athlete: -Gardner

Favorite College: St. Joseph's
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"With the V\aturalist

The activities in natural history this

summer were quite varied, great inter-

est being shown by quite a few boys,

and those who completed projects for

the summer were greater in number
than they have been for several years.

The usual trend in nature work has

been toward zoology, but this year

many of the boys showed a marked
interest in botany.

With such a wonderful location it is

not surprising that a great number of

the boys are interested in the living

things around them. Here at Kieve

we have the forests, the lake and the

fields — all of which abound with life.

Every boy should consider himself

fortunate in being in such a favorable

spot — and, to be sure, many of the

boys have taken advantage of it.

Aside from the regular work which
goes on in the Nature Room, we have
taken several long hikes, or nature

walks, during the summer. On such

occasions the boys observed the wild

life in its native habitat and much
pleasure and useful knowledge was
gained. We blazed and cleared a na-

ture trail along the lake on one of

these hikes. Interesting bits of life

were pointed out and the various

phenomena of life were observed. The
boys received a great deal of useful

knowledge on this occasion and they

learned about the principle forms of

life that inhabit this territory. All of

these hikes were well attended and
were quite enjoyable.

Towards the end of the summer the

competition became keen for the three

prizes which are annually awarded in

this department. The prizes are given

for the best natural history essay; for

the best collection; and the highest

award is for general excellence.

George Baldwin submitted the win-

ning essay. His treatise on the Hiber-

nation of Snakes is very well written,

concise, and an excellent example of

his general knowledge of natural his-

tory. Honorable mention is due

Charlie Townsend for his essay on
Pheasants.

Perhaps the keenest competition

and the greatest interest was shown in

the race for the collection award. The
favorite subject for this division was

insects. Four collections of this na-

ture were submitted. Also several

collections of botanical specimens

were presented — as well as one of

birds' nests. The award went to

Larry Lewis, who had a very neat and
well tabulated insect collection. Hon-
orable mention is certainly due Dick

Schneider and DeWitt Taylor for

their insect collections, and to Bobby
Plumb for his aggregation of birds'

nests.

The general excellence award was

the easiest of all to decide upon. Since

no one in camp could compare with

George Baldwin as far as this topic

was concerned the award automatic-

ally went to him.

Signed:

J. F. B. Camblos
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Natural Wis

hibernation of Snakes

By George Baldwin

Hibernation is when a snake, in the

late fall, goes into a hole in the ground,

or into some rocks to sleep for the

winter. Scientists make special stud-

ies and discover that while thermom-
eters in the air register as low as forty

degrees below zero, similar instru-

ments buried under four feet of ground
and eight to fifteen inches of snow,

register no lower than thirty-three de-

grees above zero. Therefore, if snakes

hibernate in four feet of ground they

will be seventy-six degrees warmer
than if on top of the snow.

Put yourself in the place of a snake

with winter coming on. Let's say it

is in the fall of 1938, and you live in

Montana. As the nights become more
and more chilly you face the danger of

dying of cold. You have no way of

keeping your temperature little if any,

above that of your surroundings.

Moreover, you find the frogs that you
like to eat becoming scarce. An im-

pulse makes you want to go down into

the earth.

Of course, if you had wings you
could join the birds and fly south to a

warmer place. After all, it is so much
easier to go one or two feet straight

into the ground than to travel over a

thousand miles into Mexico. No one
knows exactly how much cold you.

can stand; but it is known that vari-

ous lizards survive a cooling of two to

three degrees Fahrenheit below the

freezing point. You should be safe

enough in a temperature as low as

thirty-two degrees Fahrenheit.

ory Prize Sssay

Plants and animals by living through
countless seasons have proved that

the temperature of the soil does not
change as rapidly or vary as much as

that of the air. Therefore, in the

summer the soil is cooler than the air

and in the winter warmer. You then
obey your impulse and go down into

the earth to remain until spring.

You do not know that the thick,

white layer of snow saved your life.

The snow itself, was not warm; but it

was the pores in it which kept much
of the heat in the soil from escaping

into the frigid atmosphere above.

It is hard to say how often individ-

ual snakes spend the winter alone.

The discovery of a single snake at-

tracts little attention, whereas the dis-

covery of a coiled mass is an experi-

ence not easily forgotten.

In regions where suitable places are

scarce and snakes numerous, the ad-

vantages of mass hibernation are ob-

vious. Men have found that snakes

readily follow trails left by other mem-
bers of the same species. This ex-

plains how they are able to gather at

dens. The sense of smell is chiefly

used in following trails. Experiments

showed that the scent left by the

snake being trailed comes from its

skin. Here is an expected advantage

of a good long contact with the

ground. Crawling along in a single

narrow line leaves the best trail.

It has been said that the poison of

hibernating snakes is not as dangerous

as that made during periods of normal
activity. Some have even tried to

show that secretion of venom ceases

during the winter sleep and the poison
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glands are then empty. An experi-

ence of Mr. Carl F. Kauffeld showed
that a snake may be as poisonous

while hibernating as any other time:

During a warm spell in January, Mr.
KaufFeld and a few other men were

looking for specimens, chiefly copper-

heads and rattlesnakes. The snakes

had been disturbed in their winter

quarters by a road construction

nearby. The snakes were found
singly, rather than in groups. The
collectors worked by shifting loose

pieces of rock until they saw a snake.

When they saw the snake they ex-

tracted it in the best way possible and
put it in a bag.

In a desperate effort to land a fine

copperhead, Mr. Kauffeld seized the

tail which was rapidly disappearing

under a rock. The owner of this tail,

instead of going deeper under the

rock, crawled around and managed to

free its head. The head was hidden

from Mr. Kauffeld's view by a project-

ing ledge. After a few moments the

snake succeeded in biting its captor on
the right thumb at the base of the

nail. Only one fang entered the skin.

The rapid swelling of the hand ac-

companied by discoloration, proved

that the poison was strong enough to

have done serious damage if sufficient

quantity had been injected.
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ennis

This year we were unusually fortunate

in having good weather for our tennis.

Mr. Townsend and Mr. O'Brian

worked tirelessly to get the courts into

good shape early in the year. There

were a few capable roller boys who
helped considerably, but the majority

were merely weed pickers. Mr. Brock,

who took over Mr. O'Brian's position

in mid-season, continued his hard

work and also managed to stir up
much interest among the younger

boys. These younger boys must be

considered first, because they are the

real foundation of tennis at Kieve.

In this class, Billy Rayner was out-

standing for his interest and co-oper-

ation with the tennis councillors. His

game developed tremendously and in

a few years we feel sure that he will be

a polished player. Larry Gardner and
DeWitt Taylor were also very enthu-

siastic. The latter had never played

before coming to Kieve and already

shows great promise.

The most conspicuous juniors this

year were Billy Daniel, Petey DeLone,
Liam O'Brian, and Grant Hathaway.
These four composed the team which
played Camp Wapello late in July.

Petey DeLone playing No. 2 in singles

won Kieve's only match and we were

beaten four to one. Grant Hathaway,
however, made a game fight and al-

most came out on top. Billy Daniel

and Petey DeLone also had a close

match in their doubles, carrying it to

three sets before succumbing.

In the senior division there was less

interest than in any other. Many of

the older boys unfortunately seemed

to feel that their tennis had advanced

far enough, and practice was no longer

required. The exceptions to this

were: Mervyn Herbert, Billy Wister,

Mickey Black, and Freddy Moore. Un-
fortunately we were able to arrange

no matches with other camps for the

seniors this year, and this may have
hindered their interest.
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Naturally the high point of our ten-

nis season comes in the last two weeks

when all the tournaments are run off.

Billy Townsend and Bucky Ober,

arriving late in order to go on the

Wilderness Trip, proved to be the

class of the senior tournaments. In

the doubles, Bucky and Jack Brown
marched through without the loss of

a set, easily defeating Mervyn Herbert

and Charlie Davis 6-1, 6-2 in the

final. The best match of the singles

came in the semi-finals. Billy Towns-
end succeeded in winning over Bucky
Ober only after a hard three set

match, 2-6, 9-7, 6-3. The match
produced the best tennis of the year

and the difference of only one or two

points kept Bucky from being the vic-

tor. The final match was an anti-

climax as Billy crushed Fred Moore at

straight set, 6-0, 6-1.

In the finals of the junior singles,

Petey DeLone and Billy Daniel met as

was expected. Petey DeLone, how-

ever, reversed the result of last year's

sub-junior final, and defeated Billy

after a lengthy struggle 11-9, 4-6, 6-2.

These two paired together in the

doubles and were far ahead of the

rest of the field. In the finals they de-

feated Grant Hathaway and Liam
O'Brian 7-5, 6-3.

There were two really good sub-

juniors this year, Billy Rayner and
Larry Gardner. Larry had the finer

strokes and although Billy improved
constantly all year he was beaten 6-2.

As in the juniors, these two played to-

gether in the doubles, and had an
easy time winning the doubles 6-0

from the Kennedy twins.

This year we feel that a lot has been
accomplished in tennis at camp. The
courts were in excellent condition,

and there was more interest than ever

before, especially among the younger
boys. We hope that this will continue

to be the case, and that boys who
have never played before will con-

tinue to master the rudiments of the

game at Kieve.

Signed:

S.F.T.B.

C.W.B.T. Jr.

J 939 Kieve Boy



46 The Kieve Annual

The Wishing Club

Kieve offers unsurpassed opportunities

for fishing. Damariscotta Lake has

fine bass, pickerel and perch, while

togue and trout are caught in large

numbers on the Wilderness Trip. To
do justice to these ideal conditions it

may be said that interest in fishing ran

high this season. Nearly every boy
in camp now boasts of some experi-

ence in this sport.

The center of fishing activity at

Kieve is the Fishing Club. This or-

ganization gives boys who have shown
some ability a chance to enjoy late

evening and early morning fishing.

Parties leave after supper, fish until

dark and spend the night in the fishing

shack — a small building around the

point on the shore of the lake. It has

eight comfortable beds. The boys

arise early the next morning to fish

before breakfast. These trips are lots

of fun and give a restful change from
the routine of camp life, as well as an
opportunity for some good fishing.

In order for a boy to become a mem-
ber of the Club it is required that he

know how to fish — ability to be dem-
onstrated by catching and cleaning a

required number of fish — and also to

have a knowledge of the Maine fishing

regulations. After this he must be

voted into the Club at one of its meet-

ings. Membership is something of an
honor and means a lot to a boy. The
Fishing Shack was built by the boys

themselves, and they still take all work
connected with it into their own hands.

This year when camp opened there

was only one returning member, Bobby
Ferree, who was "elected" president.

However, it was not long before many
other boys had qualified for member-
ship. By the end of the year there

were sixteen boys in the club. Bobby
Heiligman was elected vice president

and Idy Iglehart secretary at an early

meeting. The other members were

Petey DeLone, Larry Lewis, Tommy
Ewing, Liam O'Brian, Charlie Roberts,
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Johnny Train, Charlie Davis, Bill

Townsend, Mike Ohl, Bobby Plumb,

Grant Hathaway, Joe Ferree and

Freddy Moore. Mr. Camblos and Mr.

Swartley took many parties out in

their spare time and to show their ap-

preciation the boys voted them hon-

orary members, proposing a vote of

thanks. Bob Ferree showed great

interest and ability as a fisherman as

did Larry Lewis and Petey DeLone.

All the members were very enthusias-

tic and eager to learn and I believe

that we had an especially successful

season.

Signed:

Matt Gault, Jr.

baseball

The tall, gently waving grass on the

Kieve Polo Grounds nodded a melan-

choly greeting to us upon our arrival

on the fifth of July, for well it knew
that soon it would be trodden into

oblivion by an enthusiastic horde of

bat wielders. The following two days

saw two sets of older and younger new
boys attempting unsuccessfully to put

a notch in their bats commemorating
victories over the old hands at Kieve.

These tussles served to uncover a great

deal of talent for the Junior Baseball

League but also revealed the disap-

pointing knowledge that a Senior

League would not be able to function

this season because of lack of talent.

This was a calamity approaching the

wartime Black Sox scandal or Lou
Gehrig's recent illness but was some-

what alleviated by permitting the

teams in the junior loop to compete

for the coveted Hooker Trophy. The
older boys were incorporated into a

varsity squad with the intention of

battling diamond enthusiasts from
neighboring camps.

The captains for the Junior League

were Eddie VerPlanck, a sparkling,

whipcracking, tow the mark leader;

Larry Gardner, who had a remarkable

mastery of all phases of the game and
Dud Bohlen, a smoothly synchronized

picture player. Immediately after the

July camping parties the race for the

cup was precipitated and a close race

it proved to be. The opening day game
was between VerPlanck's Crimson
Crusaders and Gardner's Walloping

Wild cats in which the former won de-

cisively, 14 to 6. Eddie started on the

mound but relinquished it to George
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The Baseball Field

Baldwin who soon silenced the guns

of the opposition. Eddie's big pound-
ers proved to be George, Bob Plumb
who tripled to left center and Dick

Kennedy. Larry proved himself by

several Ruthian wallops and was
greatly abetted by the sparkling play of

Johnny Burnham, the first sacker.

Dud Bohlen and Larry Gardner next

clashed resulting in defeat for the

Battling Bulls by the score of 14 to 3.

To finish the first round VerPlanck
and Bohlen were paired. The Crim-
son Crusaders' versatile diamond de-

mons made it two straight by a decisive

victory, and by virtue of it were lead-

ing the league with an unblemished

record.

On August 10, the second round of

the Junior race was started with a re-

versal of form for Eddie who hit the

skids with impetus applied by a re-

juvenated horde of Walloping Wild-

cats. The tally was 8 to 5. Larry

spiked Eddie's cannon from the

mound through five hectic, see-saw

innings; in addition he hit well in the

clutch.

The next two games on August 21

and 22 saw the Battling Bulls pacified

by VerPlanck and Gardner by the

scores of 7-5 and 5-4. This shoved
Eddie and Larry into a tie for first

place with three wins and one loss

apiece. This called for a playoff that

came about on August 26 and was our
first morning fracas. The tilt was
close though the score was 8 to 4 in

favor of the Crimson Crusaders who
will have their name inscribed on the

Hooker Trophy. Larry pitched well

on most occasions but walked a few.

His support was irratic and not well

co-ordinated. Eddie VerPlanck en-

trusted the hurling duty to George
Baldwin and directed his men from
the initial sack. His team hit well,

played heady ball, functioned as a

unit, and well deserved the victory

and championship.

So far as the outside games were

concerned this year we played three

in number. The first tilt was with

Camp Wapello and was for the older

boys. Largely because of lack of tal-

ent in this age group we lost seventeen

to nothing although we put up a

plucky fight with what material we
had. Jiggs Booth accounted for our

only bingle, a sizzling single to right

field. Bill Gale pitched the last two
and a half innings in good shut out

style and then struck out after lifting

a tremendous foul down to third base

foul line. We now address him as

Casey Gale.

Our next two games came on the

same day and were with Camp Loon-

echo. The younger boys, playing

away and as a unit for the first time

lost a heart breaker seven to five.

Larry Gardner turned in a good per-

formance as usual, as did Angus Mac-
Lean behind the plate. However, the

whole team suffered from lack of prac-

tice. The older team, playing at
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Kieve, took it on the chin again to the

tune of sixteen to three. It was a rep-

itition of the old story that there was

no talent to cope with the opposition.

The classic clash between the coun-

cil and the boys was no free scoring

walkaway as in other years. The
councillors had their hands full to face

Bill Townsend on the mound and
barely eked out an eleven to four vic-

tory. A different councillor pitched

each inning and did remarkably well

— considering. Chan climaxed his

baseball career by striking out Uncle

Don and also hit for the circuit as did

Jim Beighle, Bob Moore and Hank
Briggs. The younger part of the boys'

team did noble work with timely

bingles. However, the greatest amount
of credit goes to Bill Townsend who
was the spearhead of the attack and a

bulwark on the defense.

We look forward to next year with

plans for a regular schedule of games
with other camps. As far as material

is concerned we have every reason to

be hopeful. The spirit and sportsman-

ship seen this year were of very high

calibre and altogether in keeping with

the precedence set in previous years.

More than anything else this con-

tributed toward a successful 1939 base-

ball season at Kieve.

Signed:

Henry Briggs
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handicraft

Here at Kieve one of the few activities

which call for little or no physical ex-

ertion is handicraft. Therefore, the

boys find great relief, one or two after-

noons a week, by coming into the

shop under North Glenayr porch and
giving their bodies a rest by working

with their hands. Intermittently, dur-

ing the summer, we had short periods

of very murky and rainy weather. It

was during these periods, naturally,

that handicraft thrived. A rainy day

inevitably brought a headache to the

councillor in charge due to the many
young craftsmen who crowded the

shop.

The work this year can be divided

into three distinct classes: Model
Building, Leathercraft and Woodcraft.

They all enjoyed equal popularity.

Model Building was started for the

first time this year. Near the begin-

ning of the summer under the manage-

ment of Charlie Roberts and Bob Fer-

ree, the Model Club was founded with

thirteen charter members. During the

summer upwards of thirty models were

on the work tables under construc-

tion. Most of these were airplanes,

the remaining few being boats. It is

very gratifying to see this phase of

craftsmanship growing at Kieve.

Leathercraft enjoyed its usual popu-

larity this year. Again we find that

belts are about the most popular of

the leather projects. None the less,

many boys found pleasure in making
knife and axe sheaths, coin purses,

billfolds, napkin rings et cetera. The
great practical use to which these arti-

cles can be put is not their least value.

In the last three years more and

more boys have shown a lively interest

in woodwork. This work varies from
the construction of tables, campfire

chairs, and drop traps to the whittling

of tiny objects of innumerable different

descriptions. Whittling is in itself an
art and those boys who have pro-

gressed in this line of activity can feel

justly proud of their efforts.

In the course of life the intelligent

use of one's hands is almost a neces-

sity. In my opinion there is no better

way to learn this than by dabbling in

Handicraft in one's spare time. Un-
doubtedly, the boys of Kieve find keen

pleasure in taking some article home
with them, being able to say to their

parents, "I made this myself." Here
at Kieve we try to instill interest in the

crafts into the boys and to start them
on the road to real craftsmanship. I

sincerely hope that those boys who
now feel this interest will keep it alive

during the winter months by occasion-

ally working in this fascinating and
creative field. No pastime can be

more fascinating and it teaches one of

the most valuable of human character-

istics, Patience. This word must be

the watchword of the prospective

craftsman.

As time goes by, Handicraft keeps a

steady place in the life at Kieve. And
so it will always be. Man will always

use his hands to make various articles

for pleasure and use. Therefore, as

long as Kieve lasts, we can feel sure

that Handicraft will hold a high posi-

tion among the many activities.

Signed:

C. W. Daniel, Jr.
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cArchery

Helped by the weather, the archery

range has been quietly humming this

year. Very few outstanding shots

were uncovered, but a lot of us be-

came pretty steady facile archers by

dint of practice. The scarred and

pitted faces of our once shiny targets

stand as mute evidence of the accuracy

and persistence of the 1939 bowmen.
It should be explained that this year

instead of a progressive system we had
a regular tournament after the August

trips. The Seniors shot 24 arrows at

20 yards, 24 at 30 yards and 24 at 40

yards. The Juniors shot 24 arrows at

both 20 and 30 yards, and the Sub-

juniors shot a short tournament of

24 arrows at 20 yards.

The Senior champion was a dark

horse, Jack Brown, who scored 247

points in his 72 arrows. Dick Con-
nely, the runner-up, scored 212, while

Charlie Roberts was third with 174.

Among the Juniors Cully Connely led

the field by a wide margin with a score

of 148. Johnny Burnham and Grant
Hathaway were second and third with

scores of 77 and 61 respectively.

Tommy McCarter beat Frankie Rutan
to become Sub-junior champion. He
scored 42 with his 24 arrows.

This year we also started making our
own arrows. A shipment of materials

was procured just before the tourna-

ments so that we were able to turn out

some brand new ammunition for the

competing archers. Just how good our
arrows actually were is doubtful, but

it was good fun making them, and we
all stoutly claimed that they shot

truer and farther and more smoothly
than any other arrows we have seen.

On the whole 1939 has been a suc-

cessful season for archery at Kieve.

If the fun we got out of it counts for

anything, the season has been highly

successful.

Signed:

Jim O'Brian
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The

Infirmary Bosses

As the stability of a building depends

upon its foundation, so does the health

of the boys at Kieve rely upon the

infirmary.

A modest building of graceful lines,

set apart in a spot of beauty and quiet,

and consisting of the hospital room
proper and a dispensary, the infirmary

has adequate facilities to care for all

illnesses and accidents save major sur-

gical problems. A graduate doctor

and nurse are in constant attendance.

The activities of the infirmary are

not limited to the care of the acutely

ill. Daily classes in posture training

irmary

are conducted on its spacious porch;

those who show excess fatigue after

sports, or who are underweight, are

obliged to spend an hour resting in

bed there every afternoon.

During the course of the summer the

boys at Kieve are given a general

physical examination every two weeks.

This particularly consists in a weight

comparison, examination of nose,

throat, and ears, and a search for the

presence of skin infections. Those
who are so unfortunate as to contract

any infection are placed on the "In-

firmary List," and as such are required

to visit the infirmary at regular stated

intervals. The list, happily, is usually

a short one.

The statistics for 1939 show a total

weight gain of 94M pounds; the great-

est individual gain being 10H> pounds,

the greatest weight loss among the fat

boys being 5 pounds. The total in-

crease in height was 34/4 inches; the

greatest individual increase being 334
inches. The boys take great interest

in checking their own advances —
boasting of every ounce or inch.

It is with pride that we extend to you

an invitation to visit our Infirmary.

Signed:

Doctor O'Keefe
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Expeditions

On page 14 we differentiated between these and the July Camping Parties.

Shortly after Water Sports' Day, Kieve divides and goes places. If you painted

orange that part of Maine covered by Kieve, you would obliterate nearly all the

map, for some of us were in the Allagash country near the Quebec border, some

in the Rangeley Lakes, some on the chain of ponds drained by the Pemaquid

River and some as far at sea as hionhegan Island.

Each trip records hereunder something of its particular odyssey. The more

ambitious the trip, the older are the boys on that trip. There was great rejoicing

among the older boys when it was rumored that next year Uncle Don is going to

increase the time and distance of the longer-trips.

These expeditions were:

The Wilderness Cruise . .

The Long Voyage

The Pemaquid River Trip

To the Allagash watershed

To the Rangeley Lakes

A combination fresh and salt

water adventure

And three sea-going expeditions to Monhegan Island, Loud's Island, and

Otter Island.

G. S. O'B.
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The 'Wilderness Cruise

Tuesday, August 8: We left in the gray

dawn after a quick breakfast in Pas-

quaney. In spite of the mist, and

those roller coaster hills just past

South China, no one was sick. We
stopped to buy fishing stuff in Skow-

hegan, stopped to pick up Johnny in

Rockwood, had a picnic lunch, and

reached North East Carry by four

o'clock or so. Here the threatening

skies lost patience and forced us to

hurry ourselves and our bulging sacks

into a nearby shed. After a quick,

hot meal we turned in to a man.
Wednesday: Up bright and early, we

lined our stomachs with a substantial

breakfast and started off down the

West Branch of the Penobscot River.

The rain soon returned, and dogged

us throughout the river's twenty-some

miles. This morning we got our first

taste of fast water, but luckily there

was plenty of clearance for our heavily-

laden canoes. As the morning passed,

the rain fell more and more copiously,

till we were glad to stop about 1:30 at

an old lumber camp at the river. Here
we decided to stay overnight. Our
time was spent as per usual sleeping

and eating.

Thursday: Today we were off by
seven o'clock. The weather was per-

fect, and paddling began to become a

pleasure as our muscles loosened (or

tightened, or something). Our route

lay across the head of Chesuncook
Lake, up Umbazookskus Stream,

across Umbazookskus Pond to the

Mud Pond Carry, across this carry to

Mud Pond, through Mud Pond and
Mud Pond Creek, and finally up
Chamberlain Lake. The first check

came when Umbazookskus Stream

was found to be choked with logs due

to low water. Here the old trappers

remembered a little trolley which ran

on tracks up to the Mud Pond Carry,

and this proved to be the solution.

From here on the day can be sum-

med up in a few impressions:
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Corny poling the trolley car gondolier

fashion at a breakneck speed.

Matt haggling with the wagon driver

over the price for carrying us over

the carry.

Johnny on Mud Pond Creek standing

up in the back of his canoe and slid-

ing between jagged rocks with a deft

stroke or two of his paddle.

That endless paddle up Chamberlain
Lake.

Johnny's pot-hellion.

Sleep.

Friday: A rather late start this morn-

ing,— we didn't get away till nearly

nine o'clock, much to Johnny's an-

noyance. After a pause at the bottom

of Allagash stream to cut "Settin

Poles" we tackled the swift water. The
going was pretty tough, necessitating

a couple of short carries and a lot of

wading, but by two o'clock we reached

the falls eight miles up the river, and
stopped for a much needed lunch.

However, after lunch we really hit the

fast water and put in almost five miles

of laborious wading — that is all of us

but Johnny did. The "old bear"

didn't even get his feet wet although

his two cohorts did do some wading in

the critical spots. Finally Allagash

Lake hove into sight and by seven-

thirty camp was pitched and another

of Johnny's chowders was bubbling on
the fire.

Saturday, Sunday, Monday: These
three days were spent fishing and gen-

erally living like kings in the wonder-

ful Allagash country. We ate and
slept, fished steadily, swam and lay in

the sun on the rocks; and apart from
that, were thoroughly indolent. The
trout fishing in Johnson Stream was
good. Johnny and Matt got sixteen

trout one afternoon, and the following

morning twenty-nine trout were fried

and eaten for breakfast (mainly by

Johnny and Jimmy). The lakers

didn't come through as they should

have; we got the odd one but never

enough for a real chowder. To be

sure Johnny did make a chowder with

two lakers and some trout, but al-

though it tasted very good, we were

assured that it wasn't the genuine

thing.

We went down the famous cave on
the other side of our cove, and found
it to be very cold and damp and not a

little muddy. Otto Heiligman as last

man out took so long that we began

to think that Johnny's bears had him.

But he finally did appear with a story

of having dropped the lantern. That
same day we also visited our old

friend, Mr. MacDonald, the fire

warden, on Allagash Mountain. He
had all sorts of local news for us and
warned us that the long carry was
rather muddy.

Tuesday: Today we started moving
down the other leg of our trip. Johnny
had us off by seven-thirty on a glorious

day and we soon fetched our camping
spot at the end of the carry. The tent

crews did a quick job, Bobby Nelson
directing operations on the big tent,

and without more ado we began to

take the canoes across. Charles

Davis and Bill Townsend took their

canoe across the four miles like a pair

of old trappers, and Matt and Jimmie
seemed to have no trouble with a

canoe apiece. But the other teams of

Nelson and Heiligman, and Ferree and
Ober had a pretty tough time. They
had got about half way by one o'clock,

when Jimmie, coming the other way,

met them. He sent them back for

some lunch, so that altogether they

covered twelve miles that day — four

miles under canoes. Shortly after six
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Bobby Nelson and Bucky reappeared

at camp, but the other two Bobbys

never did come back for dinner. They

found a kind man on the other side of

the carry who fed them, and although

we don't believe all the details of that

dinner it certainly sounded like a

beaut.

Meanwhile, the speedier set paid

another visit to Mr. MacDonald. We
left him a little food, for on a four mile

carry you hate to carry over anything

that you won't use, and parted the

best of friends.

Wednesday: Mr. MacDonald came

down to see us off, as we loaded our-

selves for our last trip across the

carry. This time we all got across

pretty easily— all but Bobby Ferree —
for whom Johnny had to go back to

the spring. Corny made a fifty-four

minute crossing with a good load, while

the two Indians, Davis and Townsend,
were close behind him.

We had lunch at the other end of

the carry, where the man who drives

the wagon over the carry told us all

about his two big horses, Dude and
Belle.

The sky clouded up and we pushed

off immediately down Round Pond
and Big Ciss Stream to Caucomgomoc
Lake. Here, finding that there was

enough water going over the dam, we
immediately put into the Horse-race

and started hell-for-leather down be-

tween rocks and logs, for the most
part following Johnny Bobby Nelson
was lifted out of his canoe by an over-

hanging tree, and had no sooner got

started again when a big rock swung
him broadside in a nasty looking patch

of water. However, after one short

carry we safely reached our camping
spot early enough to swim for some
time before dinner. Our sacks were

practically emptied to fix up a soup

and beans for supper. We all thought

it was a pretty good meal, but appar-

ently the "old men" did not, for as we

turned in Matt, Jim and Johnny were

sitting around the fire brewing a pot of

tea.

Thursday: Morning dawned decep-

tively clear. Johnny swore he'd stop

all the bickering and fill us on bread

once. He did, thoroughly. We
wound down through miles of rivers

and ponds. They claim we passed

through Black Pond en route, but the

whole aspect was the same all the way
as far as your journalist could see —
dri-kie, mud flats, and monotonously

regularly curves with great blue herons

everywhere. Suddenly thunder rumb-

lings materialized into a heavy down-

pour. Johnny stopped under his pup

tent while the rest of us pushed on to

Chesuncook Village. Here Mr. Smith

again let us use his little shed, and then

proceeded to make us as comfortable

as possible, even to the extent of ar-

ranging our dinner. He got Mrs.

Smith to bake some wonderful apple

pies for us, and these, together with

other fresh food rustled up around the

village, made our best meal of the trip.

Johnny threatened a real early start

the next morning in order to avoid as

much wind and sea as possible, and

he was as good as his word.
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Friday: A glorious day! Waved off

by Mr. Smith, we started our twenty

mile paddle on a glassy smooth lake.

We reached Ripogenus wharf just after

lunch, still paddling on a sheet of

glass. Fred met us here and we pulled

our canoes out for the last time. After

a short stop to see the big Ripogenus
Dam we hurried on to Greenville.

Here we said good-bye to Johnny. We
camped by the fish hatchery, eating

the feed sent up from camp. Like

true woodsmen coming to civilization

after a spell in the woods, we took a

look over Greenville after supper. We
took in some "movings" and then a

ten minute visit to a roaring carnival

which had stopped in town. Here we
found Mr. Smith making money hand
over fist by shrewdly playing the spin-

ning wheels.

Saturday: Today we covered the

last leg of the trip. Fred Hatch and
Jimmie tried making bread in the baker

for breakfast, but didn't quite come up
to Johnny's standard. A roadside

lunch near Skowhegan was our only

stop. By four o'clock we arrived in

camp to gaze with amazement at the

razed Innisfree. When we had finally

taken a tub and changed back into

camp clothes we realized that the trip

was really over. It was grand to get

back, but by next morning there

wasn't a man who was not ready to

start right off again on another Wilder-

ness Trip.

The Wilderness Trip Personnel

Corny Atkins

Charlie Davis

Bobby Ferree

Bobby Heiligman

Bobby Nelson

Bucky Ober

Bill Townsend
Councillors

Matt Gault

Jim O'Brian

The Incomparable Johnnie
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The Long Voyage
As August 10th dawned, it found the

1939 Long Voyage ready for their trip

to the Rangeley Lakes. As eleven

sleepy people climbed into the truck

after Everett's hurried, but tasty,

breakfast, it was discovered that those

eleven people were Chet Baldwin and
Chan Daniel, as councillors; and
Dick Connely, Bob Riker, "Bronx"
Wister, Jack Brown, Mervyn Herbert,

Mickey Black, Charlie Roberts, Idy

Iglehart and Sam Felton. With lusty

goodbyes to Uncle Don and a cheer

for Kieve, we departed for the wilder-

ness with Fred Hatch at the wheel of

the truck.

Our only stop on the way to Haines

Landing, where we were to put in, was
at Rangeley. Here we procured a few

extra supplies and here first appeared

corn cob pipes with rope for tobacco.

It was none other than old "Bronx"
Wister who first got one of these death

dealers.

We embarked, after a quick lunch
at Haines Landing, on the very

choppy waters of Mooselucmeguntic
Lake. Fighting a strong tail wind, a

blight which haunted us the whole
trip, our four canoes slowly made their

way to Big Birch Island in Cupsuptic
Lake. We quickly pitched camp at

one of the fine sites on the island. Our
arrival found us very hungry and we
all enjoyed the meal which Chet
cooked for us, although he claimed the

high wind made culinary proficiency

impossible. Being very tired from the

long truck ride and hard paddle and
also anticipating the long hike up Deer
Mountain on the morrow, we all re-

tired early. Since rain threatened, we
all spent the night in the tent, which

provoked the bally Englishman no end.

Friday, our second day, dawned
bright and clear, an ideal day for

mountain climbing in Jack Brown's

estimation. Embryo chef Connely
threw together a rather tasty breakfast

as the council fought the sandman.
However, by 10:30 camp was ship-

shape and we were off for Deer Moun-
tain. We climbed the mountain in

very good time, although it was neces-

sary for Chan to push Charley Rob-
erts the last quarter mile. Charley

must have lost ten pounds on the way
up. We were rewarded for our labors

by a perfectly magnificent view. We
all enjoyed talking to the Fire Warden
and climbing the forty foot tower on
which he was stationed. After a pic-

nic lunch at the summit, we descended

very rapidly covering the six miles to

the lake in one hour and forty min-

utes. After the short paddle across

Cupsuptic Lake, all took a good swim
and ate a hearty supper. While Chet
paddled over to Pleasant Island for

some postcards, the rest of us com-
pared English and American schools

with Mervyn, the blinkin' Britisher.

When Chet returned, he brought with

him a bag of toffee which Sam Felton

spied and which we all raided. All

went to bed under the stars with

Mickey Black still trying to figure out

how he caught a chub with a blue-

berry for bait.

We all awoke Saturday morning to

find that somewhere on the mountain
trail Idy Iglehart had lost his new East-

man camera. After a great deal of

discussion it was decided that Chet,

Idy and Jack Brown should climb the

mountain again in quest of the camera.
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These three departed right after break-

fast, while the rest of us broke camp
leisurely and headed for our next

campsite, the Birches. After a stop for

lunch at Haines Landing we went on
in perfect weather and pitched camp
at the Birches. We all ate a hearty

supper and as the time wore on we
were getting rather worried about our

three wanderers. However, as we
were listening to a story by Sam Fel-

ton, we saw a light flashing on the

wind swept lake. A few minutes later

our hopes were realized as Chet, Jack

and Idy beached their canoe having

walked twelve miles and paddled fif-

teen during the day. After giving

them a hot cup of coffee, we retired

under a cloudless sky to watch a mag-
nificent display of Northern Lights.

The fourth day was the easiest day
of the trip. We arose late and had a

luscious breakfast of pancakes and
cocoa per Chet Baldwin. Under the

more or less able tutelage of Bob
Riker and "Big Boy" Connely, camp
was policed and we set out for Upper

Dam, three miles distant. As we
beached our canoes at Upper Dam,
"Bronx's" grandfather met us and
treated us to ice cream in the store.

We then went over to the dam and
ate a picnic lunch as we watched the

water run down the giant sluices. As
we headed back to the Birches the sky

began to cloud up and it was obvious

that we were in for some rain. Sure

enough, no sooner than we had re-

turned to camp and came the deluge.

For two hours it poured, as we sat in

the tent and played ghosts. Finally at

eight o'clock, it let up enough for us to

have cocoa and hardtack. And so to

bed.

The fifth day dawned the most

beautiful of all. We arose early as we
had a hard day ahead and ate a

hearty breakfast of pancakes. We
hurriedly broke camp and went to

Upper Dam where Mr. Wister treated

us again. After our only portage into

Upper Richardson Lake, we took

time out for log rolling and exploring

a logging boat at the steamboat pier
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where we put in. On this paddle we
had our first tail wind and we reached

Little Pine Island in record time. Here

we found the best camp site of all and
pitched our tent on a soft bed of pine

needles. We had a big meal of soup,

spaghetti, corn, hardtack, cocoa and
fruit. Full of food and tired from the

day's work, we all slept well out under

the stars.

On the last full day of the trip, we
all slept late and the last pancake left

the pan at 11:00 A.M. Idy Iglehart's

lumpy Cream of Wheat was the high-

light of the morning. About noon we
embarked for Middle Dam, which is a

beautiful spot. In the hotel we found

a slot machine on which Jack Brown
won several times and everybody else

took it in the neck as their pocketbooks

dwindled fast. We then took a trip to

the dam which was the same as Upper
Dam. Here we found another group

of floating logs. However, this time

the logs were too small and, after Chet
and Chan had practically broken their

necks on them, we headed back to the

hotel to raid the store and lose on the

slot machine again. The paddle back

to our camping place was uneventful

as we were blessed with calm water for

the first time. Our last night was occu-

pied with a wicked game of Kick the

Can in which not only the can but

also Idy Iglehart and Jack Brown got

kicked. Dick Connely proved a little

too tough for the rest of the boys. We
were lulled to sleep by the screams of

a girl's camp which was late arriving

at the island.

Our last morning dawned bright

and clear, but the usual head wind
was blowing. We arose early as we
had a ten mile paddle to complete by
noon. Everyone co-operated in break-

ing camp and we set out for South
Arm to meet the truck. With light-

ened canoes and Chet's urging, we
reached South Arm in the good time

of two hours flat. There we found
Fred waiting and we swiftly loaded

canoes and dunnage onto the truck.

We traveled almost to Augusta before

stopping for our feed of chicken, corn,

potatoes and apple pie. As we left

our lunch site, a storm was brewing on
the horizon and Jupiter Pluvius

sprinkled us slightly. However, we
got back to camp before the storm

broke after a short stop in Gardiner

for belly wash.

The author hopes he never has to

go through such a hectic truck ride

again. Everyone, even Bob Riker,

was dumbfounded to find Innisfree

wasn't anymore, but camp still was
nice to see again and the spring beds

brought added delight to eleven fa-

tigued voyagers.

Signed:

C. W. D. Jr.
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c
Temaquid River ^rip

The truck was loaded with its cargo of

duffles, canoes, and food supplies

promptly at 7:30 on Monday morning,

and we were off in a cloud of dust. Our
two councillors, Hank Briggs and
Cappy Townsend, held down the

front seat while the rest of us (Mike

Ohl, Billy Daniel, Luke Hopkins,

George Baldwin, Charlie Townsend,
Grant Hathaway and Cullie Connely)

were herded into the back underneath

the canoes. After a short but bumpy
ride we reached the official starting

point at the upper end of Pemaquid
Pond and soon had our first taste of

paddling. Hank set off ahead at a

fast clip followed by a canoe manned
by George Baldwin, Luke Hopkins and
Charlie Townsend. Cappy brought

up the rear. Our morning paddle was

uneventful and quiet interrupted only

by Cappy's chant, "Come on Luke!

Let's go George! Paddle Charlie!"

Just before leaving Pemaquid Pond we
all stopped at a small island and all

except Mike Ohl and Hank took a

short swim. Then Hank proceeded

to show off the value of long years of

experience in these strange waters by

easily locating the small stream that

leads to Biscay Pond. We lunched on
an island and amused ourselves by

examining an old ice boat which lay

near the shore.

Lunch over we started the hardest

part of our trip — down the Pemaquid
River. There was more water in the

river than we had been led to expect.

So we had little difficulty in reaching

our camping place behind Mason's
Lodge in South Bristol early in the

afternoon. The weather was clear

and very hot so we didn't bother to

pitch the tent, but simply laid our

blankets out in the soft (?) grass.

Then we all marched down the road

to the "darn" and had a refreshing

swim. From there we went down to

the general store and loaded ourselves

with belly wash and candy. Billy

Daniel, Cullie Connely and a few

others were noticed smuggling mysteri-

ous boxes back to camp; these were

said to contain corncob pipes and
coffee grounds but all evidence was

purely circumstantial. Chefs Briggs

and Townsend had their first test on
Monday night and did a wonderful

cooking job with the canned cornbeef

hash. Pup tents were put up in antici-

pation of rain, and then Mike Ohl en-

tertained everyone with his tale "The
Vampire."
We were all awakened early Tuesday

morning by arguments about corncobs.

Delicious eggs and bacon made us for-

get our lack of sleep, however, and the

perfect weather added to our enthusi-

asm. After the sandwiches had been

made for lunch, we started our quarter

mile carry around the "darn." This

was accomplished in something under

an hour and a half with the aid of

three local huskies who managed to

carry most of the heavy articles. Then,

when everyone had refreshed himself

with pop again we were off down "the

river." We poled ourselves along

slowly, scraping the bottoms of our

canoes too often on the many jagged

rocks. Finally we arrived at the saw
mill at the dam which marks the end

of Pemaquid River, then quickly ate

our lunch of sandwiches, oranges and
chocolate bars. The tide was going

out in John's Bay so we had to hurry
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to get our canoes into salt water. The
portage was about two hundred yards

through a meadow and then, for a

short distance, mud knee-deep to the

water. This was done in record time,

and after a short paddle down the bay

we sighted our camping place near

Pemaquid Point. Our host, Bill Brown
wasn't on hand but we soon made our-

selves at home, for he was expecting

us, set up the tent, and took a short

swim in the icy water. Spaghetti and

hot soup was our menu for supper,

after which Mike Ohl told some more
stories.

Wednesday: Nowhere to go today,

except over to Pemaquid for our lob-

ster feed. After a late breakfast we
idled over to Gilbert's pound. Fishing

lines were bought and Charlie Towns-
end, George Baldwin and Grant Hath-

away showed us how to catch small

pollock. When enough of these

worthless animals had been caught we
went back to the canoes and ate a

picnic lunch.

Soon afterwards everyone went into

the store at Gilbert's and blew the

rest of his allowance on the various

tempting investments to be had there.

Cully and Grant spent some more time

fishing for harbor pollock. Billy Dan-

iel played records on the machine
much to Cappy's satisfaction. Later

on we walked over to Pemaquid Beach

and had a nice salt water swim. Sea-

weed flew through the air much of the

time and there were very few casualties.

After the walk back from the beach

we had a lobster feed with practically

unanimous participation. Grant took

a very small sample of one lobster

and is now a convert. After a bit

more fishing when our entire catch

was thrown to the gulls we headed

back to our campsite at Bill Brown's

and prepared alight supper of beans.

During the meal a tremendous black

cloud obscured the sun and we all

rushed to put up the fly only to have
the storm pass over. Most of the boys

preferred their own pup tents anyway
so Cappy, Hank and Mike had the

tent very much to themselves. Stories

were told by the prolific raconteur

Mike Ohl — and then to bed.

Thursday: We arose to find the bay
calm so we decided to make a trip

around through the Gut and over to

Fort Island under our own steam in-

stead of being towed around by Bill

Brown. We left at ten-thirty, stopped

at Gilbert's to buy some additional

food, and then sped on our way. On
the passage we were passed by a large

schooner, the Pandora, the waves of

which nearly swamped us. Just at

high tide, on the dot of one o'clock,

we landed at Fort Island, dragged our

dunnage on top of a high bluff and
had our usual lunch of sandwiches,

oranges and chocolate bars. The tent

was erected in a jiffy but again the boys

rejected its shelter to sleep in a glade

of large oak trees near the kitchen.

For hours we hunted for the big spring

and had nearly given up hope of find-

ing it — having discovered several dry

ones — when Hank found it near the

first base line of the ball field. Guide
Chief Dirty Pants, alias Mike Ohl,

proceeded to lead Cappy and George
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astray by at least two hundred yards.

When all had returned from the

spring with the water we had a brief

dip off the rocks. The water was

much colder than at Pemaquid Beach

so we were glad enough to stay in only

a short time. Dave Hopkins and
Charlie Townsend were made to stay

in a longer time in the hope that the

salt water would relieve their poison

ivy only to find that when we got

home that it had done no good at all.

Supper that night was finished by six

o'clock and consisted of soup, crack-

ers, corned beef hash, corn, and
peaches. Lunch was put up for the

next day and cocoa made for break-

fast. Then Cully, Grant and the rest

went crab fishing out on the point.

All but Billy and Charlie who stayed

around and annoyed the councillors.

There was not a cloud in the sky and

only a slight breeze. The sharp roar

in the distance was the tide rushing

past the channel buoy at one side of

the island. We retired soon with a

quiet resolve to arise at five-thirty on
the concluding day of the trip in order

to have the tide with us on the way up

the river.

Friday: An alarm woke the council

at five-thirty and a mouse awoke the

kids at the same time. Hurried activ-

ity began at 5:45 and fried eggs, bacon

and cocoa soon filled the void. The
tide was still going out when we fin-

ished up and so we stalled around un-

til seven-forty, when we steamed away

from the beach after having waded

through mud about three feet deep to

get to the canoes. The paddle up the

river was made without event, the only

unpleasant feature being that the ca-

noe manned by Cully, Grant and
Charlie continually lagged behind un-

til it was nearly out of sight down river.

This precipitated three well earned

rests for the others during which we
always heard Killer Connely exhort-

ing his crew to renewed efforts with the

paddles until they had caught up with

us. At about ten of eleven we hove in

sight of Damariscotta and soon tied up

at the public wharf, next to the Blue

Goose, a trim blue and white schooner

out of New York. We stayed in town
about an hour while Cappy got a

shave, Hank swilled coffee and George

and the rest of the boys played the

pin-ball machines. While we were in

town one of us called up Old Man
Jim Beighle at camp; he promised to

meet us at Damariscotta Mills to tow

us back to camp. So with renewed

vigor we set off to Johnny Orr's hur-

ried current and into the stagnant

calm of the Salt Flats. The bridge at

the end was a pleasant sight to us and

we disembarked at the rapids in noth-

ing flat, portaged our canoes and duf-

fles and then had a hurried lunch.

After a trip to the store we set off up

the lake to be met very soon by Jim

and Bill Gale in the motor boat. We
tied up and made camp in about an

hour. We were royally welcomed back

at Kieve after a rainless and most en-

joyable trip.

Signed:

Hank Briggs

Cappy Townsend
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dMonhegan Island Cruise

Along about dawn (or so it seemed)

on Monday morning, August 14, the

Monhegan campers shot away from
camp in three cars for Port Clyde

where we were to spend the first day

and night. After a rather uneventful

but comfortable ride of thirty miles or

more, we arrived in a blaze of hot sun-

light at our camping spot which is situ-

ated a-top a great mass of rocks over-

looking a small but lovely bay.

After unpacking and pitching our

tent, we all dove into a big meal of

corn beef hash which really tasted

better than anything we had had in a

long time. That afternoon we spent

in swimming and playing about on
the sand beach which was right beside

our camp. Shortly before supper time

our entire party consisting of Bob
Moore, Sam Finnell, Pete Cantrell,

Petey DeLone, Johnny Burnham, Pee-

Wee VerPlanck, Liam O'Brian, Tommy
Ewing, Dick Schneider, Larry Lewis,

Locky Gould, and Bobby Plumb
set off on foot for the town of Port

Clyde. Arriving herein, we proceeded

to fill up on "belly wash," the idea

being that not so much supper would
be necessitated. (Oh those lazy coun-

cillors!) After supper we all hit the

hay early because we were all tired and
we knew we would have to arise early

the next day to get the boat for Mon-
hegan.

Tuesday morning dawned clear and
hot — just perfect for a sea trip. The
truck came down and got our duffle

and deposited us at the wharf by eight

o'clock, and shortly after the good
ship Nereid took us aboard.

The trip out to Monhegan was

rather uneventful, and much to the

surprise of the councillors, all the boys

did stay out of trouble. Arriving at

the Island, we hired a truck to carry

our luggage up the very steep hill to

the camping site immediately behind

the light house. To our great surprise,

there were two other fellows camping
near by us, but as the spot we were on
was the only one where we were per-

mitted to build a camp fire, we had to

stay there and hope and pray that they

Councillors' Rest



66 The Kieve Annual

were not crooks. It turned out that

they were all right, even though we
had little to do with them.

Captain Foss, the lighthouse keeper,

came down to see us and gave us a

cordial greeting to the Island. As it

was unbearably hot, we decided to

give the crowd a swim before lunch,

and so saying, we descended the hill

on foot and went down to the public

beach. (This was our first mistake,

for the place was foul and crowded
with Island people.) The water was
too cold to stay in long, so it was not

long before we all came back up the

hill again to get lunch consisting of

spaghetti — lots of it!!

After having eaten, we set off to ex-

plore the great cliffs on the far side of

the Island. There was a long wooded
path leading down to the shore, and
arriving there, we could look up
straight up in the air for about one
hundred and eighty feet to the top of

the first cliff. This we climbed, and
with the exception of Tommy Ewing
who was allergic to heights, there was
little trouble found in the ascent. The
remainder of the afternoon was spent

in roaming about the Island, getting

lost in the woods, but mostly in getting

very tired and hungry.

Wednesday morning again dawned
clear, hot, and with little wind, just

perfect for what we had planned, a

deep sea fishing party. After an early

breakfast, we all hiked down to the

wharf where Earl Field met us with his

boat. Capt. Foss and his son went
with us to show us how it was done.

We went out on the north side of the

island about a half mile, and no
sooner had we got our hooks down
than Dick Schneider proved he was
no landlubber as he caught an 18

pound cusk. Soon after this, Locky

Gould hauled in a 14 pound pollock,

which was the best catch of the day.

This spot soon proved to be rather

void of fish, so we were forced to

move to the far side of the island

which turned out to be rather disas-

trous as we all began to get sea sick.

As we were all feeling rather punk,

Earl took us for a joy ride around the

island and finally in to the dock.

Bob Moore went up and got us some
hot dogs for a big feast to make up for

the sea sickness, and it wasn't long

before we forgot we had felt poorly.

That afternoon we split up the party,

some of us going for a hike and a

swim on the south side of the island

while the others went down to the

pier with Bob Moore to fish off the

dock.

While we were sitting around camp
after supper that night, dark clouds

made up in the distance, and we knew
we were in for a real storm. It didn't

take it long to break, and soon we
were all wet through to the skin. The
Captain was very nice in that he let

some of us who were not able to get in

the tents come sleep in his house for

the rest of the night. In the morning
we got camp all dried out again and
everything was all right once more.

As soon as we were all cleaned up,

Captain Foss took us over to the Fog

Signal station on Manna Island which

was just across the harbor. He took

us all the way through it so that we
might see how it worked. This was

all very fascinating to all of us as we
had never seen anything like it before.

After lunch that afternoon, we
again went for a hike and a swim on
the far side of the island. The water

was too cold and there was too much
surf to really go in, but we had lots of

fun sitting on the rocks near the
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water and letting it break over us giv-

ing us a real salt water shower bath.

As soon as supper was over that

night, we sat around and had camp
statistics which resulted as follows:

Best Camper: Tommy Ewing
Most Helpful: Pee-Wee VerPlanck
Loudest: Petey DeLone
Sandiest: Pee-Wee VerPlanck

We had to arise early the next morn-

ing in order to get camp picked up in

time to get the Nereid to Boothbay

Harbor. It was a fine trip back,

mostly so because no one got sick.

We had a fine picnic lunch on board,

and when we got into the harbor,

Uncle Don was there with some cars

to take us back to camp which we

were all mighty glad to see.

Yours truly,

Exhibit B

Loud's Island

CAMP BAYBEE
Contrary to most Mondays the one

on which the fifteen hardy stalwarts

set out for Loud's Island dawned per-

fectly. It was August 14, and the

tragedy of two days earlier, although

not forgotten, was not going to pre-

vent our trip.

Almost promptly at 9:30 A.M. duf-

fles, food and boys were deposited in

the truck in which Fred Hatch was to

drive us to Round Pond. Our party

included Dud Bohlen, Bobby Baldwin,

Joe Ferree, Larry Gardner, Bo Keating,

"Anguish" MacLean, Tommy McCar-
ter, Timmy Norris, Charlie Robinson,

Bill Torey, and "Dutchy" Wilmer,

with Herr Doktor O'Keefe, Josh Cam-
blos, Hap McCall, and Skip Swartley

in charge. Having arrived at Round
Pond we were informed that we
should be obliged to wait an hour be-

fore Captain Francis would be able to

take us out to the island in his boat.

This proved to be a cue for everyone

to spend his allowance, which was
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promptly done on chocolate bars, pop
and the usual nickel enticers. Finally,

the "Wave" hove into view and soon

we were on our way to the island.

Upon our arrival we proceeded to un-

pack and set up the tent after which it

was time for lunch. "Rastus" Cam-
bios, head cook, was spared a little

work at this meal, for we had brought

along sandwiches for the first feed

away from camp. Charlie Robinson,

our 110 pound ten year old, made
light work of the rather light lunch.

Firewood was now very much in de-

mand, and for an hour everybody was

busy hunting it up. "Anguish" and
Larry Gardner immediately began

competing to see which could gather

the most. After everything was well

under control and everyone more or

less acclimated to his new environment
"Buck" O'Keefe, "Rastus" Camblos
and "Nicodemus" Swartley started

out with most of the boys on the half

mile trek to Captain Pryor's for water,

while Asbestos McCall tramped a

hundred and sixty-nine miles looking

for tent stakes. Having gotten the

water and having arranged for fresh

milk twice a day we headed back for

camp rather heavily laden. Upon our

return everyone was ready for a swim.

The first venture into the icy Atlantic

proved that we were all more timorous

than we thought, but upon becoming
acclimated to it we thoroughly enjoyed

the refreshing water. After soak, the

first game of Cops and Robbers was
instigated by Charlie Robinson while

the councillors sunned themselves.

The sun having exhausted itself we
began thinking about supper. Spa-

ghetti a la Camblos and canned cher-

ries constituted the main dishes. By
the time all the utensils had been
washed and another game of cops and

robbers had been played it was dark.

There was a great demand for ghost

stories, but it was decided to postpone

them until the next night as everyone

was pretty tired.

Tuesday. Most of the campers

awoke rather early and tried to waken
the Doctor, but failed miserably. He
finally got up in time to brew the

coffee and help feed the hungry mob
and haul the water from Pryor's.

Along about eleven A.M. the fact

finally sank into the lads heads' that

everything had to be washed. They
soon caught on all right, a good exam-
ple being set by Larry Gardner and
Gus MacLean.
Next was soak and general explor-

ing the beach for crabs, muscles, star-

fish et cetera. Timmy Norris came
back with twenty-two stubbed toes

and one crab.

Lunch was had and after rest period

the kids played Cops and Robbers

while the councillors took it easy on
the sand again. Later in the afternoon

Nicodemus Swartley yelled Count
Off! and after eleven numbers floated

in through the fog he set off up the

beach for the milk. They came back

and ate supper while Joe Ferree won-
dered why he couldn't cook jelly fish

for his supper. That was discouraged

and after the routine meal Skippy and

Josh entertained with ghost stories

that scared the soup out of Dutchy
Wilmer and Bobby Baldwin. While

the boys were getting to bed a ghoul

with a green face and no body floated

around and scared more soup out of

the lads. Could it have been the vam-
pire of the previous year returning?

Wednesday morning found no one

up early. In fact Buck O'Keefe just

about made a ten o'clock breakfast.

Asbestos brewed such stellar coffee
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that the meal wasn't completed until

eleven forty-five. More sunning for

the council followed and about mid-

afternoon there was soak. Afterwards

Josh took on all eleven of the boys in

a pillow fight, in which even jelly belly

Robinson was dethroned. Everyone

had been so absorbed in the fight that

lunch was entirely omitted. After a

quick dip Josh then took all the boys

over to Captain Pryor's house where

he bought sixteen lobsters for the big

feed. By the time he returned Nico-

demus already had the soup "on the

(improvised) table." The lobsters were

muchly appreciated by those who
liked them but a few "allergies" had
to content themselves with cold can-

ned salmon. Just at the end of dinner

storm clouds had arisen and we were

convinced that a hurricane was en

route. Frantically a trench was dug
in back of the tent, Howdy pitched

his pup tent for the provisions and
everyone was hustled into the large

tent. The rains came but fortunately

lasted only forty-five minutes. In that

time, however, Josh conducted the

statistics which were: Best Camper, a

tie between Larry Gardner and Angus
MacLean; Most Helpful, Angus; Sand-

iest, Larry; Water Baby, Charlie Rob-
inson. Having held elections, Camp
Baybee turned in.

Everyone arose bright and early on
Thursday and scurried to eat pancakes

and clean up camp and pack at the

same time to meet Captain Francis by
eight-thirty. He soon hove into view

with "Boots," his dog, and Dud Boh-

len and Tommy McCarter had quite

a time in rounding up their stuff. But

we soon got the tent down and the

fire out and embarked under the ex-

pert supervision of Buck O'Keefe.

Fred met us at Round Pond and drove

us back to Kieve which looked mighty

good to us, Innisfree or no.

Signed:

Asbestus McCall
nlcodemus swartley
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Otter Island

On Monday, August 14, the Otter

Island group found themselves the last

in camp. It was their job to police the

grounds and eventually some of the

boys thought that the truck would
never return to transport them to

Friendship. Mr. Brock and three

cohorts, namely, Taylor, Ingraham
and Rutan left for Friendship at ten-

thirty to warn Captain Sylvester that

the remainder of the boys would ap-

pear an hour or so late with Messers.

Beighle, Rogers and Gale.

Upon arrival at the dock Mr.
Beighle was swamped with demands
for chocolate bars, and all stomachs

were soon crosed with candy. We
filled two large milk cans with fresh

water, placed our dunnage and food

on the Captain's ship and suddenly

found ourselves on the way to Otter

Island. Billy Raynor seemed to have
forgotten how to wrap his belongings

and consequently lost his shoes and
flashlight overboard.

By means of Sylvester's rowboat,

which he left with us for fishing, we

disembarked with bag and baggage.

At two o'clock we waded into a sand-

wich lunch washing it down with

water.

Mr. Brock was very intelligent in

leaving the axe and shovel on the

Friendship wharf. As a result Jim,

Bill and Ham had a lot of fun putting

up the large single pole tent. Johnny
Train came to the rescue with a small

hatchet about as sharp as a starfish's

claw.

After the tent had been situated,

and a few of the boys had selected

their camping spots, Otter Island be-

came invaded with thirteen hyenas.

Soon some of the hyenas cut long

boughs and proceeded to fish. There

was no catch but every line was visited

by a friendly but seemingly well-satis-

fied skate, which would not even smell

the bait.

By four o'clock about half of us

went in swimming with the low tide.

Mr. Beighle cooked a very gratifying

supper and we found ourselves in bed

early and with but one slight casualty,
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a cut on Bobby Beede's elbow, which
was dutifully cleaned and dressed by

a certain Dr. Gale.

Tuesday: An eleven hour sleep pre-

pared us for a large breakfast which
was devoured. Dr. Bill Gale took

three boys off shore and caught quite

a fist full of small mackerel. The
chief point of interest on the island

was a small haunted house on the

north end, which Ghosts Train, Weeks
and Raynor proceeded to haunt, in

advance of a group of nine which
walked there later. The late arrivals

discovered a groan, here and there,

along with a few small beams, which
seemed to move, as though suspended

in the air from the attic. Soon the jig

was up, and we all started on a walk
around the island. Suddenly we saw
some very clear water in which to

swim, and enjoyed ourselves for a full

hour. On the way around the last

point Mr. Brock picked up a full size

gull with a broken wing, but decided

to let it go after carrying it a full half mile

or so. The bird seemed very uncom-
fortable and disturbed by his ten ad-

mirers. Dick Kennedy was the chief ob-

ject of the bird's bill, but was unharmed.
Nothing spectacular happened after

lunch, except that Bill Gale and Ham
Rogers rowed across the bay to Cran-
berry Island where they filled a ten

gallon can with fresh drinking water

which they had to carry for half a mile.

After a short rest period and two ex-

citing tales by Johnny Train, Mr.
Brock took all the boys for a walk
along the island which was followed

by a short swim.

After supper Johnny Train told his

famous story of the "Golden Arm."
Wednesday: Another beautiful day.

The boys commenced the day with a

brisk dip, and after breakfast we all

cut across the island trail to spend the

morning on the rocks and swim for an
hour. For lunch, Mr. Beighle "feasted"

us with seventeen large lobsters top-

ping off the meal with chocolate bars.

It must be said before closing that

there was an extensive amount of fish-

ing enjoyed by all boys, in groups of

three at a time. The total catch of the

trip amounted to about a hundred
small mackerel.

As we retire to our pine needle mat-
tresses we hear thunder in the east,

and wonder whether rain is coming for

the night.

Thursday: After quite a restless

night caused by rain and thunder,

Sylvester appeared around the cove at

ten o'clock, in his smaller boat this

time, because the tide was very low.

At Friendship we were met by Messrs.

Kennedy, Baldwin and DeLone. After

a final treat by the Old Man at the

wharf store the boys were glad to be
off once more for good old Kieve.

Signed:

Brock
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^he Log
Wednesday, July 5

Today is the first day of the fourteenth,

and what we know will be the finest,

season of Kieve. The skies are clear;

there is no breeze; it is very warm.

Camp is in tip-top shape. Trunks are

arranged neatly at beds. Place cards

tacked to clothes shelves mark the

cots where young (and older) heads

will rest through eight weeks of camp.

The train is due at 1:56 P.M., but the

few pre-season campers study watches

frequently during the late morning. At
lunch, presided over by Mrs. Kennedy,

the conversation is strangely about

anything but the Big Event coming up.

Somebody speaks flippantly of The
Calm Before the Storm. As we leave

Pasquaney the surface calm of seeming

indifference is broken by the under-

current of excitement. There is a last

minute check-up, and soon the parade

of cars and truck starts down the

dusty road to the station.

At the station platform Aunt Har-

riet and the little group of councillors

and friends lay plans to welcome

Franny DeLone and his bride with

rice. It is distributed and sticks to

warm palms as the train fails to come
in on time. When it does arrive,

twelve minutes late, the noisy advent

of over fifty boys and a dozen or more
travel weary councillors over-shadows

all other things. Uncle Don is there

too; that makes it official; the main
party is in Nobleboro, and Kieve,

1939 is really under way.

In memory, the next two hours

present: a very noisy ride back to

Camp; a chaos of suitcases, trunks,

blankets; city-slicker clothes being

folded for storage during the season;

shrill voices; deeper voices shouting

greetings and giving instructions in

the manly art of packing camp equip-

ment on rugged shelves; a general

stampede down the hill to the water.

Franny takes on the burden of the

C.O.D.'s job. Within a minute after

the welcome call, "All in!", Dudley
Bohlen is being fished from the water

by an alert councillor. It has become
almost a tradition that at least one
small boy must take rather too literally

that invitation to a swim and go off

the deep end before learning to swim.

(Dud swam his island before camp
closed!)

At supper the usual announcements.
Then games out-of-doors; the new
boys meet our old favorite, Nigger

Baby. Sam Finnell blows taps at 8:15.

The first day is over — but someone
forgot to tell the mosquitoes, and,

since they pay no attention to the

bugle, Doctor Eddie gets out his trusty

Flit gun.

Thursday, July 6

This morning we go back to Standard

Time; revielle lets loose bedlam at

7:00. Bob Moore tries his hand as

O.D. on the first full day of camp.
Endless announcements about activ-

ities and duties at breakfast. A big

push to tidy up the dormitories before

soak. Intensive instruction of the non-

swimmers, and hawk-eye supervision

of all at the water. After lunch Coun-
cillors Brock, Camblos, Cantrell and
Baldwin take two war canoe parties to

the Hudson Vannah farm at the foot

of Muscongus Bay for twin lambs,

while Hank Briggs pushes the lawn
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mower through the infield. Chan Dan-

iel throws open the Handicraft Shop

to all comers — and they are many.

Bob Moore begins work with his bud-

ding Life Savers. At supper The Big

Parade with birthday cake for Larry

Gardner. "Happy Birthday to You!"

"Speech! Speech." The Old Man,

Jim Beighle, brings his guitar out of

retirement at our first campfire and

West Neck rings with old familiar

songs and a hearty cheer for Kieve.

Friday, July 7

Doc Wishropp is fittingly C.O.D. to-

day; it's another scorcher and red

shoulders are beginning to appear.

Urgent warnings and pajama tops fol-

low shortly. Lo, Chet Baldwin's burn

led all the rest. Josh Camblos gives

the first of many fine nature talks, en-

couraging that understanding of na-

ture "which is a fitting adjunct of a

gentleman." After lunch he and Matt

Gault take out fishing parties, while

Dick and Don Kennedy lead pick-up

teams of the younger boys into the

first battle on the baseball field. Dick's

team prevails, 6-1. Freddy Moore,

Grant Hathaway, DeWitte Taylor,

Tommy Ewing and Cully Connely
churn the water in from the Swim
Island, Sam and Skip initiate detailed

instructions for the new boys at the

rifle range, Sid Brock and Chet assist-

ing. At the campfire Josh and Pete

render The Old Apple Tree to the great

delight of all. More songs, the Kieve

song and cheer, bank bugle, prayers,

"Good night," "One hundred per-

cent," taps, sleep.

Saturday, July 8

Chet gets the camp up on half-and-

half time. (We're going back to DST
tomorrow— too dark at supper and

taps.) Another triple threat scorcher;

burn, blister and sweat! Never-the-

less a regular day. Josh dissects a frog

and finds a yellow-jacket. There are

many fervent wishes that it had been

a dozen or two mosquitoes, instead.

Long soak, big lunch, welcome rest

period. Inspection is won by Harris

with Middle Glenayre second. Tay-

lor, McCarter and Torrey (B) catch

the first fish — perch. Mickey Black's

pick-up team defeats that of Freddy
Moore, 2-1. The range is crowded
again. Everybody appreciates the gen-

eral afternoon dip. In Innisfree after

supper The Harris Hall Dramatic So-

ciety (which materialized out of thin

air on the spot) entertains in good old

vaudeville style, with Tony Pachelli

(alias Fred Moore) and his accordion;

Bobby Riker Astaire — dance rou-

tines; Madame Mainbuster (Dimple-

Butt, to you) and 'her' French fashion

models straight from Gay Paree. Mike
Ohl falls for the old water trick, but

gets his quarter. So to bed. Should
add that there was a flock of island

swimmers today.



74 The Kieve Annual

Sunday, July 9

How we enjoyed that extra half hour
of sleep this morning! That is, all but

the fifty or sixty boys who wake at

dawn anyway. Dip, breakfast, duties,

choir practice and tub. At inspection

South surges up from last to take first.

Harris is pushed back to second.

There are mutterings of sabotage and
vague threats of reprisals. Mr. Ken-
nedy preaches well on "Character";

there are guests at Chapel and lunch.

A couple of the J. C.'s have a hand at

keeping camp intact while the elder

statesmen are in council meeting. Chet
talks briefly on Loyalty at Tree Talk.

After supper the boys organize their

Camp Society for the season: Bob
Heiligman carries the vote for presi-

dent and Bobby Nelson that for vice-

president. After prayers and taps the

council — but that's not for the Log.

Monday, July 10

Josh is C.O.D., but not for long. He'll

finish his term next Thursday. The
sun rises — supposedly — but is slap-

ped right down again by a downpour
of the wettest rain seen hereabouts

since Rastus was a pup. The Camping
Parties make ready to go out, nonethe-
less, for which, see special articles. See

you Thursday.

Thursday, July 13

Josh Camblos on deck in fine weather.

The parties string along in all through

the morning; the pressure is on to air

blankets and clean up camp. Editor

Baldwin presents a study in futility at

lunch by asking for camping party his-

tories "early." Harris wins in the

special inspection; south goes back
where it belongs (apparently). Mer-
vyn Herbert swims his raft. Jim and

Cappy have a busy afternoon on the

courts; sailing, riflery and the boats

and canoes are popular. More and
better singing at the campfire; the

songs are going over with the new
boys. To bed — and in a bed!

Friday, July 14

Chan Daniel is O. D. The weather

being foul beyond mention, rev. is at

eight. A heavy rain in the morning
gives way by noon and the blessed

sun appears. Fishing parties go out;

Uncle Don organizes a logging expe-

dition after lunch, getting out oak for

the new posts under the buildings.

Chan finds time to help organize the

Model Club. Bob Moore supervises

boxing in Harris, the first of many
sessions. The ceilings break out in a

rash of pencilled initials. Camp in

general is in a dither over the camping
party plays. Chan's note in the O. D.

Book reads, "Pick up on pickin' up!"

He gives us a spooky story at campfire:

a ghost story without an answer.

Saturday, July 15

One of those "Keep dry and warm!"
days. Franny is boss for the day. Mr.
Dunkle comes for a two-day visit.

Middle and Harris tie for first at in-

spection. Rehearsals for the impend-

ing plays go on everywhere, even at

Tree Talk Place. The art of the

theatre touches bottom several times

in the course of the evening. Mr.

Dunkle, alias Flo Ziegfield, proves him-

self not so dead as his namesake by

picking DeLone's and Townsend's

Train Yarn Troup from Muscongus
Bay Camp as best with their Investi-

gation of Anti-Campstitutional Activ-

ities by the Lies Committee. Sample

verse:
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"In the haven of Sandy Cove,

Nine young men with mosquitoes

strove;

Not to mention the woo-wooing
Brock

And his associates Ham and Doc.

Fighting between Jarvy and Blair

Failed to get in the Doctor's hair;

But the little demons found a nest

In the bristling hair on the medico's

chest."

Sunday, July 16

Generalissimo Sam Finnell is O.D. on
this cold and cloudy— but windless —
Sabbath. Morning is as usual except

that the lack of an organist spells no
choir practice for the rest of the sea-

son. Mrs. Palmer drives out from
Nobleboro for Chapel at noon, how-
ever, and all lift their voices most earn-

estly. Uncle Don gives a clear and
splendid message on Generosity. Dr.

Wishropp's Tree Talk on Thoughtful-

ness clinches the point thoroughly.

Supper main course is out-of-doors:

clams and watermelon. There being

nothing left to say after that, camp
society holds no meeting. It's Billy

Daniel's birthday, but the cake and
speech will wait 'till tomorrow. And,
yes! Harris won inspection again

today.

Monday, July 17

(Ye editor wakes to wonder if this is to

be "just one more day at Kieve." He
has yet to see it, though he has heard
that it happens sooner or later most
everywhere.) Again it's cold and
overcast, with small scattered showers
throughout the day. But the day can
not be listed as rainy, for the courts

are open and very busy, Sid and Cap
running sizeable classes through their

paces. Fran gets under way with his

swimming classes, too. Josh gives an~

other thriller Nature Talk, this time

about snakes in general and his

whilom rattler pet in particular. Makes
our hair stand on end, which was
helpful to the barber, who appeared at

nine and stayed all day, doing much
good in the community. Two casual-

ties today: Bobby Beede gets a bump
on the head, and Bobby Dunkle falls

victim to the illness of his mother and
leaves camp with his dad. "Good-
bye! And come back!" Both show
themselves complete sports. Island

swims and qualifications on the range

run neck and neck. (You'll have to

read the article by Sam Finnell to keep
track of the latter.) Arnaud swims
his raft, to the accompaniment of the

most amazing squeaks and squeels —
his own. The shingling of the Direc-

tor's office goes on; councillors amuse
themselves and do good work by
playing horse with the KFD hook-and-
ladder outfit, hauling old shingles and
boards to the hollow stump behind
Innisfree where a huge fire gives prom-
ise of yet bigger things to come. Sup-
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per, campfire, stories, songs, prayers,

taps. (Ye editor goes to sleep con-

vinced that there is no such thing as

"just one more day at Kieve.")

Tuesday, July 18

Jim O'Brian, O.D., says in his record

of the day that the weather is A, 1.

The wind holds in the west, brings

cool days and astonishingly beautiful

sunsets. Doc starts his posture class

after soak. Life saving, swimming
and tennis classes meet faithfully on
schedule. The new archery equipment

comes in and Jim and Chet put on the

new target faces. (No funny remarks!)

Billy Rayner, Jarvy Cushing and Bo
Keating swim in from the island. Chan
somehow carries on with the crowd in

the shop. After rest period Chet
leads a nature hike to see a Ruffed

Grouse's nest in the alder patch down
the road. Jim tells a very tall yarn at

campfire. Taps sounded especially

lovely tonight; Sam works wonders

with that battered horn, and some-

where there is or ought to be a monu-
ment to the genius who composed that

simple and beautiful bugle call.

Wednesday, July 19

Cappy, holding the O.D. book for the

first time, reports, "Breakfast on the

nose!" Must be the Yale system.

Weather holds cool and clear. Day
proceeds on schedule. Big shipment

for the Handicraft Shop arrives; air-

planes, motorboats,— not to mention
belts, purses and sundry articles —
sprout in every cranny. Dear, patient

Chan! More island swims and quali-

fications. (Sam's goings and comings

are as the rising and the setting of the

sun; no one ever asks, "Where is

Sam?" It is reliably reported that he is

the only councillor who really likes

being C.O.D. Dear, departed Sam.
We miss you.) Howdy McCall, Kieve
'28-'31, '34, '35, and Junior Council-

lor in '36 and '38 stops by at camp
with his dad on the way home from a

fishing expedition in New Brunswick.

All are happy to learn later that he is

staying on as J.C. A practice ball

game between the older boys and the

J. C.'s. leaves everyone exhausted but

uncovers no startling talent on either

side. Johnny Weeks responds nicely

to the presentation of his birthday

cake. Mr. Burnham arrives by his

private plane from upper Quebec
Province; regales us at campfire with

tales and information about flying.

Bombarded with questions; makes
flying seem easy, and great sport.

Thursday, July 20

Doctor Eddie as O.D. helps organize

two expeditions out of camp today.

Uncle Don, Hank Briggs, Cappy
Townsend and Bill Gale take a truck-

load of ball players (?) and tennists to

Camp Wapelo somewhere at sea off

Friendship. The score must go un-

mentioned in these columns. A fair

half dozen other councillors, under

the leadership of The Old Man fill all

available cars with boys left over and
head for Pemaquid Beach and Fort.

Items: sun, sand, icy water, candy,

belly-wash, castles in the sand, mug-
gins baseball, Blair Torrey swimming,

keep-away, more sun, sand, etc., the

Doctor getting his big toe wet — finally

being dunked — slowly — by exuber-

ant councillors and boys. Home at

6:15, very tired and refreshed. A soft

rain after hard shower sends us into

Innisfree for campfire. Sleep comes
easily tonight.

Friday, July 21

(It's getting on toward Water Sports —
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vague rumblings of advance prepara-

tions are heard here and there.) . The
weather holds good, wind still in the

west piling up occasional thunder-

heads, but no shower comes today.

Matt's day runs off smoothly: tennis,

swimming and life-saving classes, shop
and archery. Galley and Jiggs swim
island while thousands cheer. Sam
reports an almost incredible number
of qualifications; the Keeper of the

Log gives up trying to keep track of

them. He contents himself with a

faint plea for the camping party his-

tories. (Remember?) No campfire;

general fun and games 'till bedtime.

Bob Moore reads a corking animal
story in Innisfree — for those who
care to come.

Saturday, July 22

Chet starts the list over as O.D.,

weather remaining tops. A day noted
chiefly for the start of a Nature Trail

and theatricals in Innisfree presented

by Bertie Brock's Summer Theatre
Troup. Josh and Chet lead a party of

fourteen, cleaning a wide path from
the toolhouse to the cairn on the back
water. The hard part done, the rest

should be easy. Bertie's troup includes

(at random) Dizzy Vanzetti, Johnny
Train; Cornelius Van der Slip, Mike
Ohl; and Allura del Mar, Bobby
Plumb. "Cabbage and Tulips,"

planted in the northern Rockies, is a

killer-diller, as Howdy (Them Ain't
Grapes) McCall puts it. But q.v.

Taps at 8:40 finds most every boy imi-

tating Johnny's maniacal growl. Chan
and Hank play off-stage leads.

Sunday, July 23

At Chapel, Uncle Don talks ably

about Courage. Briggs, O.D. today,

presides over a very special Sunday

dinner: Sid Small's dad sends us a

twenty-one and a half pound salmon
which he caught in the Cascapedia

River; it makes a fine first course for

the whole camp. Josh gives us a

thought-provoking Tree Talk stressing

the importance of consideration of the

rights and feelings of others. Freddy

Moore and Bobby Nelson are ap-

pointed Councillors' Aides. Alto-

gether a satisfying day. P.S. Harris

won inspection today, Middle Glen-

ayre yesterday. Interest in the compe-
tition increases; even North shows
signs of going places. Wise dopesters

say, "Watch North Glenayre!"

Monday, July 24

Josh Camblos wakes to find himself

C.O.D. on this cool and misty morn-
ing; by noon all is bright and warm,
apparently the first fruits of a good job

of managing camp. Perhaps we should

mention now and then the usual morn-
ing routine of dip, bed-making and
suitcase elevating, breakfast, announce-
ments, duties, divers sports and activ-

ities, soak, posture class, lunch, an-

nouncements, rest period, etc. It runs

that way but it is never quite 'usual';

There is always the novelty of an ex-

ceptional bounce of the tennis ball.
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the brilliant passing shot, the dive that

didn't quite unwind, the Life-saving

'rescue' that did, the unexpected pufT

of wind that caught one sailor pre-

pared and the other not, the quick joy

of the nicely fitting joint in the Work-
shop, the breathless concentration in

the presence of Josh dissecting, the

heartier pleasures of watching some-

one root the peg— . These belong in

a complete Log; they may loom larger

as time goes on than the final score in

sets or even the silver trophies on the

shelf. Only Omniscience knows that

Log in full: this whole Annual can

only hint at it. How shall one record

the rollicking, unconquerable good
humor of a Blair Torrey or Johnny
Weeks?

The afternoon is given over to a

pair of ball games with Camp Loon-
echo. Hank, Josh, Sam and Chet lead

a party of twenty-three, eleven and un-

der, up the lake — lose a heart-breaker,

7-4. The older boys go down under

the heavy guns of the invaders, 15-3.

Play practice proceeds under Jim's

able tutelage. Extra choice ghost stor-

ies at campfire. Taps at 8:45, for all

but members of Matt's fishing party.

Tuesday, July 25

Billy Wister joins camp bringing one
of the liveliest of personalities and a

whole new vocabulary. Mickey Black,

Bobby Ferree, Idy Iglehart and Charlie

Roberts pass the Junior Life Saving

test. Bobby Plumb and Mike Ohl get

a big hand (too) for having been very

able Victims'. Jack Brown's birthday,

— cake and a fine speech. High jinks

at supper: Franny loses a shirt and
Bob Moore a pair of glasses. Johnny
Train polishes off a weird evening with

Poe's The Black Cat.

Wednesday, July 26

A hot, sunny day; slight breeze by
noon brings evidence of an easterly.

Health inspector comes to camp —
seems satisfied. Charlie Davis comes
to camp for the rest of the season. Jim
Beighle, Director, Manager and Handy-
man of the Kieve Theatre begins the

restoration of the main room in Innis-

free, getting ready for the opening of

"Elmer," the Water Sports Play. The
stairway comes out, leaving the An-
nual very much up in the air. Of
course water sports heats are in full

swing by now. A half dozen good
bouts south of Innisfree after supper.

No campfire. Good night.

Thursday, July 27

The easterly is here with fog and light

rain. Fran shows what can be done
with a rainy day in camp: Water
sports heats; boxing in North; ping-

pong in Middle and Harris; Handi-

craft; Sid Brock reads animal stories in

South; play practice; more carpentry

in the theatre; pirate stories at indoor

campfire. Outdoor activities are at

low ebb while the heavens weep
gently.

Friday, July 28

Sam as C.O.D. orders an optional dip.

Much rejoicing, for the rain is hard

and persistent. Slacked off by soak

and shows signs of quitting at lunch.

Hank runs a baseball class on the back

porch of Innisfree. Bob manages a

dozen bouts in North Glenayre; Sid

carries on with pirate stories in South.

Bobby Beede swims his raft — at sur-

prising speed— and insists on swim-

ming part way back. The Woodcraft

Chart goes up; tilting heats are begun.

Senior obstacle race heats let us in for

some real singing. At campfire in

North Glenayre a big sing; Doc holds
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up one part — the last — of "Row-
row-row your boat!" "Life is but a

dream." Taps and Good night.

Saturday, July 29

More fog; the mild easterly persists,

damp and chilly. Iron-man Gault

firmly sends all down to dip. But the

sun is out by noon. Let's hope it

stays out until after Water Sports.

Larry Gardner's dad comes to camp
for an over-night visit. South and
Harris tie for first at the regular in-

spection, Middle gets third. (Where
are those wise dopesters now?) The
art of the theatre reaches a new some-

thing or other while Sam's pet rattler

rattles in rattling good style. Howdy
and his gang of Middle Glenayre horse

thieves fail to steal the show from Sam
the ol' bartender, and virtue triumphs,

as is meet and proper. Uncle Don
renders Abdul-a-bul-bul-a-mere (sic)

in affecting fashion after the final cur-

tain, and a large evening comes to an
end. So to bed.

Sunday, July 30

Sid Brock inherits the O.D. job on
this foggy and moist Sunday. The
morning is crowded with regular dut-

ies and preparations for Chapel in

Innisfree. "Everybody take a chair

up to the front porch after breakfast."

North wins the inspection. (I told

you so!) And Harris takes a fourth!

Uncle Don seems especially earnest as

he talks on "Loyalty" at Chapel.

After a council meeting (the last for

three weeks) Sid gives us a splendid

Tree Talk on "Criticism." Supper
inside. Boys weighed in after supper;

then camp society meeting, prayers

and taps. Doctor O'Keefe came to-

day. Can the season be half over?

Monday, July 31

The beginning of Water Sports Week.

We start the day and week unhappily

by saying good-bye to Doctor Wish-

ropp. So as not to have appeared too

tough on the boys he urges Doc.

O'Keefe to keep up a stiff fight; wishes

the best to Kieve; "God speed!" To
add to our fund of sorrow the weather

continues bad; O.D. Jim O'Brian

pushes the rainy weather activities:

boxing, handicraft, reading (Sid seems

to have an inexhaustible supply of

thrillers to read in South.) water sports

heats — run off by Cappy, Fran being

in hospital. Camp continues beserk

about whittling, the chips becoming a

menace of the first water. The entire

council spends rest period jimmying

Mrs. Starkey's car, the keys being in-

side. Josh takes the count of nine

and joins Fran in the infirmary.

Should have said somewhere above
that Matt, Chan and Jim have done
time there, too. Sid was in so long

that he almost claimed it by squatter's

rights. Johnny Prince, about whom
much more in other parts of this esti-

mable journal, comes to camp, stays
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for supper and over night. His stories

at campfire (in North, play practice

going on in Innisfree), stories of the

Big Woods, lumbering, fishing, hunt-

ing, have greater entertainment than
scientific value. I still don't believe

the one about the rabbits so large they

grew antlers, or the one about the

trout so big that they had to back
down the streams. But the great full

moon at taps (8:45) was real.

Tuesday, August 1

Cappy, O.D. again, reports in his

notes on the day, "Weather, too, too,

divine!" Right! The hill-top breaks out

in a rash of vari-colored blankets, air-

ing in the previous sunshine. Johnny
goes to the water, as he says, to "get

pointers from the boys on the handling

of canoes." Laundry distributed; red-

faced councillors collect pajamas, etc.

being waved in the dining room.

"Mark them, please." High north-

west winds drive canoe tilters up into

the brush on the south shore of the

cove — Larry Gardner and Bo Keat-

ing seem bent on turning their match
into a nature hike. Chan Daniel busy

caulking punts. Heats of the row-boat

race. Uncle Don institutes mining

operations on the Innisfree-Pasquaney

Highway. Muttered threats: "Dyna-
mite!" Cappy reads Sherlock Holmes
at campfire, accompanied by the

sound of three score boys whittling

sticks: Larry Lewis dispenses marsh-

mallows. Thanks!

Wednesday, August 2

Weather holding good we rush duties

to be ready for a quick informal in-

spection at 10:30, the off to Pemaquid
Beach. Forty boys and eight council-

lors make the trip by car and truck,

Uncle Don leading the way. After

the picnic lunch on the sand he takes

a fishing party to the wharf at the Har-

bor, catching a good mess of harbor

pollock. The others amuse themselves

in sundry ways: touch football, base-

ball, swimming, belly-wash, candy.

Chet breaks a bat on Chan's ribs in

the only near-casualty of the day. All

home by 5:00; Water Sports Play

cast, director and assistants have been

busy. Appetites are good at supper.

At campfire a short story and a few

songs, well drilled — in anticipation of

Water Sports Campfire. Taps a little

earlier than usual.

Thursday, August 3

Hank celebrates being O.D. by being

among the first to be shorn by the

barber, in camp to make one more ef-

fort to make some of us acceptable to

our guests two days hence. Others

get haircuts too, but all are out-glis-

tened by Brigg's bean. As if in re-

proach the heavens grow threatening.

Bad weather ahead! Sports heats and
play practice more than fill the day.

Hank does penance by starting con-

struction of a gallows, to be burned

Saturday night. More rehearsing of

songs at campfire, and again an early

taps.

Friday, August 4

Sid gets us up in the half-light of fog

and drizzling rain. The Old Man
shows signs of being on the way to la

grippe. (Cheering day, so far, what?)

Barber reappears, making part of yes-

terday's log obsolete. Four men spend

two hours distributing a huge batch of

laundry. "Save a clean shirt for the

week-end." A short but heavy shower

in the afternoon; guests (men only)

begin to arrive and are assigned bunks

on the porch of North Glenayre. At
the first performance of "Elmer" in

the Kieve Theatre Billy Daniel reads
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Grant Hathaway's part, and very

creditably, too. Prayers and taps, but

the excitement of the day and of the

day to come keeps the whispering go-

ing longer than usual. Tomorrow is

The Day.

Saturday, August 5

Water Sports Day, q. v., but there are

some things The Log may say without

speaking out of turn. Josh is O.D.

Today that means mainly getting the

chairs moved around and fretting

about the weather, which shows signs

of not being co-operative. It's warm,

but the sky is overcast. It does 'burn

off', as everybody wishfully predicted.

Duties seem to lag. Tub. Finally

lunch and rest period, and you know
the rest. Add one important item:

Franny and his assistants at the water
— today and throughout the weeks of

preparation for today— did a very

good job! Silent prayers and late taps

tonight.

Sunday, August 6

Water Sports Sunday. Most of our

guests of yesterday are back for Chapel,

which is notable for two other reasons

as well: a very fine talk by Uncle Don
on "Friendship" and our annual col-

lection— a substantial amount which
is given to the Lincoln County Hospi-

tal at Damariscotta. Most of camp is

out of camp for dinner; parties spread

up and down the coast from Camden
to Popham Beach. Stay-at-homes and
back-earlies touch off a fine fire out-of-

doors and have a session of songs as

late-comers drift back to the home
port. Early prayers; taps — and some
are already asleep.

Monday, August 7

Sam Finnell assumes the responsibility

for starting camp life in more nearly

normal grooves. The big push is on:

routine activities run at high pitch.

The courts are crowded; Bob Moore
takes over at the water — and that

means handling the swimming classes,

too. (Fran takes to his bed again;

jaundice, this time!) Chet makes his

solo appearance as Naturalist pro tern.,

giving a summary talk on the nature

items on the woodcraft chart. Many
more riflery qualifications. Chan is

busier in the shop than the Old Wo-
man Who Lived in a Shoe. The last

of the week-end guests leave quietly

after breakfast, but no one seems to

remember to remark that Water Sports

Week-end has just closed. Jiggs Booth
leaves camp after lunch, the Kieve

cheer ringing in his ears — the hearti-

est cheer heard in Pasquaney this year.

We believe that he did have a fine

time, as he said, and we hope nothing

will prevent his return. Tommy Mc-
Carter swam his island. More Annual
ads. announced. Large scale opera-

tions on the hill-top with canoes, duf-

fle and food supplies as the Wilderness

Cruise party gets ready to leave at

dawn tomorrow. Larry Gardner's

teams wins a walk-away from Dud
Bohlen's, 14-6. One of the noisiest

games since the days of Eddie Collins

Junior. Cake at supper for Grant
Hathaway, and the second speech by
a boy today. Much quieter campfire;

good story and fairly early taps.
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Tuesday, August 8

Matt misses his turn as O.D. by clear-

ing out for the Wilderness with Jim
O'Brian and eight boys at 5:00 A.M.
Range, courts, boats, museum, shop
busy. Bob bears down on the swim-

ming classes. Doc meets posture class

— to great disgust of members. The
sun shines bright on a normal, full

day. Ye editor sends out an S.O.S.

call on Annual ads. and articles.

Stony silence. Oh, well.

Wednesday, August 9

Commodore Chan and First Mate
Chet and their crew of nine wangle

four canoes to the top of the hill, get

out the shellac pail and brush; the

Long Voyage (q.v.) leaves at dawn to-

morrow. Rest of camp goes about its

business. Rain and brisk southeast

wind causes much learned concern.

Much wishful thinking about weather

on the morrow. Lots of bargaining

for sleeping bags. Duffles and grub

stacked on the back porch of Innis-

free. Josh shows his indifference by

calmly taking out an over-night fishing

party. Canoes are loaded early, and
Fred goes home for some much needed

sleep. Indoor campfire (wet grounds)

and so to bed. The Annual staff of

one puts all materials in shape against

his absence; hands over the Log to

faithful Sam, who makes the following

notes on the next four days:

Thursday, August 10

''Long Voyage leaves. Nothing of

note in the morning." (Editorial note:

So that's how we're missed!) "Towns-
end &. Finnell and councillors (Well!

well!) cut down the old beech tree —
30 demure boys turn into babbling

monkeys in the branches. Camblos
plays ape. (That's easy.) Half the

boys sleep out in improvised pup tents

in front of Innisfree."

Friday, August 11

"Eddie VerPlanck's team defeated by
Larry Gardner's, 8-5. Tim Norris

swims his raft. Bobby Beede wins
both 2nd and 3rd sharpshooter bar in

one day." (Now that is something!)

Saturday, August 12

"The Great Bay Gorillas, captained by
Jack Brown, defeated the Muscongus
Mosquitoes, piloted by Billy Rayner,

by the score of 10-2. Innisfree burned
to the ground. No campfire tonight."

Sunday, August 13

"Chapel in Pasquaney; Uncle Don
gives timely sermon on 'Patience.'

Stellar Tree Talk by Townsend on
'Concentration.' Early to bed right

after supper."

Monday, August 14

"Parties leave for the Pemaquid River

Trip and for Loud's, Otter and Mon-
hegan Islands." (q.v.)

Tuesday, August 15

Camp quiet. Uncle Don at home —
sketching, planning, for the New In-

nisfree. Parties still out. Fred leaves

at four for South Arm to meet the

Long Voyagers tomorrow.

Wednesday, August 16

The Long Voyage ends at Kieve at

6:35 P.M. Reunion and supper in

Pasquaney while the season's worst

electrical storm — plus hail and a vir-

tual cloudburst — puts out the lights,

washes out the roads and silences con-

versation. Long Voyagers (the only

boys in camp) crawl into spring beds
— thankfully, but deeply saddened by
that black scar which was Innisfree.
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Thursday, August 17

Mrs. Beighle, Fran, Chet and Uncle

Don drive to Friendship to meet the

Otter Island Camping Party. Fred

Hatch takes the truck for the Loud's

Island ditto. Kieve begins to look

more normal with a couple of score of

boys around. A great to-do of airing

blankets bed making. The air full of

tall stories and pine needles. Mr.

Hopkins comes to camp for over-night.

Outdoor campnre; Uncle Don poses a

puzzle at supper — offers a prize to the

boy who first has the answer at camp-

fire. Many knitted brows. Johnny
Burnham (?) finally whispers the cor-

rect two words. Prayers and taps.

Friday, August 18

The Monhegan Party comes in in the

morning. Luke Hopkins leaves camp
with his dad. Fred and Charlie Rich-

ards (Kieve '31, '33 and '34) stop in for

a quick visit. The Kieve White Wings
(Junior Councillors) begin sweeping

up the soot and ashes. Fred leaves

with the faithful truck for the Wilder-

ness Cruisers — to be met at Ripo-

genus Dam. Momentum picking up
on water activities, tennis tourna-

ments, shop, riflery — even archery,

though Jim is still away. The Annual
sets up shop with the remains — all in

memory — in Uncle Don's headquar-

ters. Josh takes over Middle Glenayre

for the Museum, Sid Small moving into

South and Johnny Burnham and Eddie

VerPlanck into North. The J.C.'s go

into permanent retirement in Harris.

Saturday, August 19

The Wilderness Cruise comes in, the

boys' faces studies in surprise and
shocked amazement, overlaid by
healthy tans and just plain road dirt,

picked up on the long ride home.

Then the big push to pick up camp.
The laundry box overflows. Middle
takes first again at Inspection; Sam
and his five boys are going to be hard
to beat from now on. North shows
it means business by capturing second
place. More tennis, riflery, boating.

Party historians settle down to the job

of writing up their trips. Sam, as O.D.,

introduces one raconteur — boy or

man — from each party at campfire.

As the roaring fire gives way to deeply

glowing embers we travel, in story —
true this time— on what seems to be

half the rivers and ponds of Maine,
not to mention the ocean off her

shores. Then our song; then prayers

and taps. Kieve is together again.

Sunday, August 20

One of those Sundays — dawns grey

and forbidding — brilliant sunshine

at breakfast — bleak skies at tub —
brighter, then darker. Chapel indoors

or out? that is the question. One of

those Sundays that call for daring on
the part of Uncle Don. Chapel is out-

of-doors, and the skies hold friendly.

Dinner. "Make your letters home in-

teresting." Rain by three. Bill Gale
runs boxing bouts in North. Ominous
rumors of pillow fighting reach coun-
cil, deep in deliberation. Matt, O.D.,

gives Tree Talk in North on "Procras-

tination"; lambasts himself for pro-

crastinating — putting off the prepara-

tion of his talk, the quality of which
belies his message. Supper: hot-dogs

in Pasquaney. Camp Society meet-

ing. Petey DeLone becomes Camp
Bugler, and Corny Atkins is appointed
a Councillors' Aide.

Monday, August 21

A morning crammed with activities.

Tennis tournaments pushed ahead a
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round. Much riflery. Boats and
canoes busy. Swimming classes on
schedule. Doc still working on pos-

ture of the unlucky eight. Another
logging venture for posts for the new
building. Pee-Wee VerPlanck's team

takes Dud Bohlen's, 7-5. That makes

Dud's average .000 for the season thus

far. 'Tis Bo Keating's birthday; a

parade, "Happy birthday to you!",

and a little fine speech of thanks. Bob
Moore reads a good story at campfire,

and the whole camp sings together for

the first time in two weeks. Sounds

good. Good night. Taps.

Tuesday, August 22

Jim O'Brian faces another "Keep

warm and dry day." Boots and sweat-

ers popular. "Obstacle dip," as Sid

Small says. And a precedent-shatter-

ing "No soak today!" Josh gives his

last nature talk of the year. Skies clear

somewhat. The archery tourney

starts: budding Robin Hoods Cully

Connely, Johnny Burnham and Grant

Hathaway qualify for the final shoot

in one division. Sid and Cappy read

by shifts in Glenayre — the courts

being closed to tennis. Activity on
the range, and many checks going up

on the Woodcraft Chart. Bohlen

loses again to Gardner on the diamond
— the last game in the Junior League.

"Chapter" of the SPCA "forms,"

holds its first meeting in the toolshed.

"Members" reported much incensed

over disturbing interference with ex-

pectant-mother snakes. Fishing Club

also meets, elects new members. No
campfire; early taps.

Wednesday, August 23

O.D. Doc. O'Keefe engineers bright

and sunny weather — very welcome

after three day easterly drizzle. Courts

still wet, though; no tennis. Dip.

Norman Brown swims his island.

Photographer in camp, snapping pic-

tures everywhere, to the accompani-

ment of cracking chapel benches.

Massed naval strength for a picture

from the point. Soak delayed as

Franny wades deeply to get 'action'

shots at the water. Ye editor forcibly

and ignominiously pitched from Pas-

quaney by four valiant councillors

rushing to rescue of Johnny Weeks,
who takes pretty good care of himself,

thank you! Sid reads one of his best

at the campfire — a huge log fire to

destroy the gnarled chunks left from
the ancient oak, maple and beech

trees.

Thursday, August 24

'Tis a clear, warm day; yet for reasons

best left unmentioned Cappy orders

"No dip!" Later on, however, Eddie

VerPlanck, Dudley Bohlen and Bobby
Baldwin swim their island. During
rest period the circus comes to town,

q.v. Hard to tell who works harder:

the men in setting it up or the boys in

enjoying it. The Wild Man is wild;

the Fat Lady is fat; and so on down
the line. But read the special article

by our special roving correspondent.

Friday, August 25

Today is a day in camp! And out, too.

Many issues are decided, on the water

and courts and at least one record is

set. The last first: Chet, as the ever-

efficient C.O.D., has first bugle for

lunch blown at 12:25 and second (be-

lieve it or not) at 1:58! In between

Uncle Don and assistants run a photo-

graphic exhibition in Pasquaney —
which in itself sets some sort of a rec-

ord for expedition and efficiency. In

the morning also: Freddy Moore out-
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sails Billy Wister in the first of three

heats of the Harris Hall Yachting Club
Regatta; Petey DeLone beats Billy

Daniel in a thumping, hard-hitting,

thrill-packed tennis match for the Jun-

ior Championship. Just about the

best match seen here this season.

Score: 11-9, 4-6, 6-2. After lunch

Jacky Brown and Bucky Ober pair to

beat Mervyn Herbert and Charlie

Davis for the Senior Doubles title: 6-2,

6-1, while Billy Townsend trounces

Freddy Moore, 6-0, 6-1, for the Sen-

ior Singles title. Meantime Charlie

Townsend (to introduce a little vari-

ety) takes a tumble and puts a kink in

his wrist. Doc trots him in to the hos-

pital, where Doctor Belknap's X-ray

shows the trouble; a quick dose of

gas, a little pressure in the right place,

splint, and all is well. Doc, Chas. and
Chet (who drove the others in to

Scotty) have supper in solitary splen-

dor in Pasquaney while the rest of

camp paddles across the cove, climbs

Bunker Hill and sits down to a typical

mammoth Church Supper. Yarns of

huge servings and great cuts of cake

and pie are mixed with groans of those

foolish enough to race back after such

a meal. Ask Bob Moore. Everybody
in camp again by 7:30; no campfire

tonight. Taps at 8:15. Whispered
reminiscences. Silence.

Saturday, August 26

Pemaquid River Hank holds the O.D.
book today; his first item reads, "De-
Lone stalked into Pasquaney this

morning with his left eye in a sling."

To more serious and less painful

things: Eddie VerPlanck's team wins
the championship and the right — by
special action of the Council — to

have its name on the Eddie Collins

Cup, by trimming Larry Gardner's

hard-hitting team. Score: Crimson
Crusaders, 8, Walloping Wildcats, 5.

Cully Connely beat Jackie Brown and
Charlie Davis in the 2nd heat of the

regatta; in the third, Plumb defaults

and Heiligman takes the measure of

Nelson. On the courts Larry Gardner
wins the Sub-Junior Tennis singles

with a 6-2 victory over Billy Rayner.

Petey DeLone pairs with his rival of

yesterday, Billy Daniel, to beat Grant
Hathaway and Liam O'Brian for the

Junior Doubles title, 9-7, 6-3. Franny
and Cappy play Santa Claus in Pas-

quaney after supper. Gifts and
'poetry' for all." Chet's present is

worst by several degrees. Late prayers

and taps.

Sunday, August 27

A Sunday reserved for the boys of

Kieve — no guests. Informal Chapel

followed by a half dozen discussion

groups. Big laundry given out during

rest period. Trunks are brought up
for the boys on the Boston party. The
Council goes into a long huddle.

Freddy Moore out-sails Cully Connely
and Bobby Heiligman to win the Ober
Trophy. "Congratulations." Much
impromptu campaigning looking ahead

to the Statistics, which hold us in Pas-

quaney until 9:15. Fran reminds us

eloquently to take Kieve home with

us and keep it intact throughout the

year; one of the season's best Tree

Talks. Silent prayers; a bright moon
at taps.

Monday, August 28

Bob Moore is C.O.D. on this, the last

full day of the 1939 season. Tries to

keep the morning as much like that of

"one more day" as possible. But far

too many special announcements and
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instructions — . Josh puts a period to

his fine work by giving out the Nature

awards: The Collection Trophy to

Larry Lewis, the Essay and General

Excellence prizes to George Baldwin.

Another Council Meeting during rest

period. More laundry. Camp gradu-

ally empties as supplies are taken over

for the Point Supper. Billy Townsend
is named Kieve Boy. The fire burns

to embers — to ashes. Some of us

hear taps from the woods on the point.

Never so beautiful — never so sad.

Tuesday, August 29

The Boston Party leaves early, the

New York and Philadelphia party

late. In between, cars call for some
whose vacation is not over. As the

truck starts down over the hill after

supper we know that Kieve 1939 is

ending. We turn back. On the site

of the Old Innisfree we see a pile of

fresh lumber for the New Innisfree.

Kieve 1940 is beginning. Come back,

and God bless you every one!

Innisfree Burns
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Camp Records

The Kieve ^oy
1926 Perry Edward Wurst, Jr.

1927 Shelby Smith Walker
1928 Frederick Warren Marshall, Jr.

1929 Wendell Winslow Faunce, Jr.

1930 Charles Edward Test

1931 Richard Hall Henry
1932 Edward Trowbridge Collins, Jr.

1933 Alexander Balfour Smith

1934 Henry Blaylock Briggs

1935 Matthew Gault, Jr.

William Mann Prizer, Jr.

1936 Duncan Hunter Doolittle

1937 William Stanley Richardson

1938 Franklin Hodgdon Nichols, Jr.

1939 William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

SENIOR

General Excellence

1916 Montague Mead
1927 Montague Mead
1928 Shelby S. Walker
1929 Alonzo L. Neal

Wendell W. Faunce, Jr.

1930 Richard H. Henry
1931 John Gribbel, II

1932 Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1933 Henry B. Briggs

1934 John M. Searing

1935 Arthur L. Wheeler
1936 Arthur L. Wheeler
1937 William S. Richardson
1938 William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

1939 Frederick A. Moore
Robert A. Riker

Diving

1926 Montague Mead

Sports

1927 Shelby S. Walker
1928 Shelby S. Walker
1929 H. Francis DeLone
1930 John H. Swartz

1931 Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1932 Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1933 John M. Searing

1934 John M. Searing .

1935 Arthur L. Wheeler
1936 Frederic C. Wheeler

1937 George D. Fowle, 3rd.

1938 Peter V. Daniel

1939 Robert A. Riker

Obstacle Race

1926 Alonzo L. Neal
1927 Montague Mead
1928 Alonzo L. Neal
1929 H. Francis DeLone
1930 Richard H. Henry
1931 John Gribbel, II

1932 Edward T. Collins, Jr.
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1933 Henry B. Briggs

1934 John M. Searing

1935 Howard C. McCall
1936 Joseph B. McCall
1937 William S. Richardson

1938 William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

1939 Richard D. Connely

Single Canoe

1926 Prentice J. McNeely
1927 Wendell W. Faunce, Jr.

1928 GreafF Miller, Jr.

1929 Alonzo L. Neal

1930 Richard H. Henry
1931 Stuart K. Aitken

1932 Henry A. Ross, Jr.

1933 Henry B. Briggs

1934 John M. Searing

1935 Howard C. McCall
1936 Arthur L. Wheeler

1937 Franklin H. Nichols, Jr.

1938 Franklin H. Nichols, Jr.

1939 Robert F. Nelson Jr.

Double Canoe

1926 Wendell W. Faunce, Jr.

Prentice M. McNeely
1927 Wendell W. Faunce, Jr.

Joseph T. Lambie
1928 Wendell W. Faunce, Jr.

Shelby S. Walker
1929 Wendell W. Faunce, Jr.

Richard C. Koelle

1930 Richard H. Henry
Charles E. Test

1931 John Gribbel, II

Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1932 Henry A. Ross, Jr.

Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1933 Henry B. Briggs

Samuel C. Finnell, Jr.

1934 Henry B. Briggs

Donald N. Test

1935 Arthur L. Wheeler

J. Benjamin McCall, Jr.

1936 J. Benjamin McCall, Jr.

Aubrey Huston, Jr.

1937 Bryan T. Bostwick

William S. Richardson
1838 Franklin H. Nichols, Jr.

William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

1939 Richard D. Connely
Frederick A. Moore

Canoe Tilt

1927 John M. F. Dallam
Frederick W. Marshall, Jr.

1928 John M. F. Dallam
Frederick W. Marshall, Jr.

1929 Wendell W. Faunce, Jr.

Richard C. Koelle

1930 Richard H. Henry
C. Edward Test

1931 Stuart K. Aitken
Richard H. Henry

1932 Henry A. Ross, Jr.

Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1933 A. Balfour Smith

John M. Searing

1934 Henry B. Briggs

Donald N. Test

1935 William Willard Sharon
Matthew Gault, Jr.

1936 Duncan H. Doolittle

Edward H. Pennell

1937 Bryan T. Bostwick

William S. Richardson
1938 Franklin H. Nichols, Jr.

William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

1939 James P. Booth
Iredell W. Iglehart

75-Yard Swim
1926 Shelby S. Walker
1927 Montague Mead
1928 Shelby S. Walker
1929 Alonzo L. Neal

1930 George T. Pew
1931 George T. Pew
1932 Edward T.Collins, Jr.

1933 Fred G. Richards, Jr.

1934 Charles G. Richards

1935 Arthur L. Wheeler
1936 Frederic C. Wheeler
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1937 George D. Fowle, 3rd.

1938 P. MacKay Sturges, Jr.

1939 Robert A. Riker

Sailing

Gustavus Obex Trophy

1929 C. Edward Test

1930 C. Edward Test

1931 John Gribbel, II

1932 Robert S. Lewis

1933 Edward Sampson, Jr.

1934 Matthew Gault, Jr.

1937 Edward Starr, 3rd.

1938 P. MacKay Sturges, Jr.

1939 Frederick A. Moore

JUNIOR

General Excellence

1926 C. Wilson McNeely, Jr.

1927 Robert L. Wood, Jr.

1928 Howard Wood, III

1929 Thomas P. Townsend
Alexander H. Carver, Jr.

1930 Richard G. Wood, Jr.

1931 Brenton Brown
George A. Huhn, V.

1932 Caspar W. B. Townsend, Jr.

1933 Bryan T. Bostwick

1934 Bryan T. Bostwick

1935 Daniel B. Brewster, Jr.

James Colgate Jerome
1936 George M. Coburn

Wayne Trimble

1937 David L. Register

1938 Richard D. Connely
1939 Charles N. Robinson

40-Yard Swim
1926 C. Wilson McNeely, Jr.

1927 James McC. Lambie, Jr.

1928 Alexander H. Carver, Jr.
1

1929 Alexander H. Carver, Jr.

1930 Richard G. Wood, Jr.

1931 Charles S. Richards

1932 Caspar W. B. Townsend, Jr.

1933 Thorpe L. Richards

1934 Thorpe L. Richards

1935 Wayne S. Vetterlein, Jr.

1936 Wayne Trimble

1937 David L. Register

1938 Robert A. Riker

1939 Liam S. O'Brian

Rowboat Race

1926 Joseph W. Lippincott, Jr.

1927 Robert L. Wood, Jr.

1928 Howard Wood, III

1929 Thomas P. Townsend
1930 Richard G. Wood, Jr.

1931 Philip P. Sharpies

1932 Henry F. Mixter

1933 Duncan Doolittle

1934 Bryan T. Bostwick

1935 William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

1936 George M. Coburn
1937 David L. Register

1938 Richard D. Connely
1939 Richard P. DeLone

Obstacle Race

1926 C. Wilson McNeely, J

1927 H. Francis DeLone
1928 Joseph F. Bailey

1929 Alexander H. Carver,

1930 W. Stevenson Hammond
1931 George A. Huhn, V.
1932 Robert S. Lewis

1933 Bryan T. Bostwick

1934 Persifor Frazer, IV
1935 Daniel B. Brewster, Jr.

1936 Earle Smith, Jr.

1937 Richard D. Connely
1938 George T. Purves, Jr.

1939 George S. Baldwin Jr.

Double Canoe

1927 John A. Cantrell

R. William Liggett, Jr.

1928 Frederick H. Schmidt

Joseph F. Bailey

1929 Thomas Hooker, Jr.

Thomas B. Faunce
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1930 Robert C. Clunie

A. Edward Kennedy, III

1931 Brenton Brown
Morrison C. Huston

1932 C. W. B. Townsend, Jr.

Gibson Kennedy
1933 Bryan T. Bostwick

Bowman Kennedy
1935 Bryan T. Bostwick

Aubrey Huston, Jr.

1935 Andre W. Brewster, II

John T. Valdes

1936 Bryce Blynn, Jr.

William B. Stearns

1937 Warner Johnson Banes, Jr.

Ralph Starr

1938 Richard D. Connely
Iredell W. Iglehart

1939 Charles N. Robinson
Charles C. Townsend Jr.

SUB-JUNIOR

General Excellence

1927 Thomas L. Lueders, III

1928 J. Morton Caldwell

1929 Donald N. Test, Jr.

1930 John Hill Tyner
1931 N. Peter Rathvon, Jr.

1932 Bryan T. Bostwick

1933 H. Hollingsworth Smith

1934 Lawrence Lewis

1935 Andre W. Brewster, II

1936 Frederic E. Schluter

1937 George S. Baldwin, Jr.

Liam S. O'Brian

1938 George S. Baldwin, Jr.

1939 DeWitt E. Taylor Jr.

25-Yard Swim

1934 Lawrence Lewis

1935 Andre W. Brewster, II

1936 Frederic E. Schluter

1937 Liam S. O'Brian

1938 Liam S. O'Brian

1939 DeWitt E. Taylor

Obstacle Race

1934 William D. Stroud, Ji.

1935 Robert Barclay Ober
1936 Frederic E. Schluter

1937 Lawrason R. Sayre

1938 George S. Baldwin, Jr.

1939 Lawrence H. Gardner, II

Punt Race

1934 Barclay McFadden, Jr.

1935 Peter Cuyler Walker
1936 William H. Dixon
1937 Murray McConnel
1938 George S. Baldwin, Jr.

1939 DeWitt E. Taylor Jr.

Tennis

SENIOR

Singles

1926 Montague Mead
1927 Lewis C. Campbell
1928 J. William Townsend, III

1929 H. Francis DeLone
1930 Richard H. Henry
1931 Richard H. Henry
1932 A. Balfour Smith

1933 C. Thomas Fuller

1934 Guy Peters

1935 Henry B. Pennell, III

1936

1937

1938

1939

1926

1927

1928

1929

Joseph B. McCall, III

B. T. Bostwick

Peter V. Daniel

William H. P. Townsend Jr.

Doubles

Prentice J. McNeely
Montague Mead
Joseph T. Lambie
Alonzo L. Neal

Lewis C. Campbell
H. Francis DeLone
Craig Koelle

Richard C. Koelle
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1930 Richard H. Henry
Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1931 Richard H. Henry
Henry A. Ross, Jr.

1932 A. Balfour Smith
Edward T. Collins, Jr.

1933 C. Thomas Fuller

A. Balfour Smith

1924 Guy Peters

Henry Briggs

1935 Henry B. Pennell, III

Bryan T. Bostwick

1936 Bryan T. Bostwick

Edward H. Pennell

1937 Edward Starr

William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

1938 William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

P. MacKay Sturges, Jr.

1939 Johnathan Brown IV
R. Barclay Ober

JUNIOR
Singles

1926 Richard C. Koelle

1927 J. David R. Harris

1928 Thomas B. Faunce
1929 Alexander H. Carver, Jr.

1930 A. Edward Kennedy, III

1931 John C. Bell, III

1932 Caspar W. B. Townsend, Jr.

1933 Bryan T. Bostwick

1934 Bryan T. Bostwick

1935 David H. C. Dennis
1936 Thomas H. McKoy, III

1937 Robert G. Potter, Jr.

1938 George R. Montgomery
1939 Richard P. DeLone

Doubles

1926 Thomas B. Faunce
Robert L. Wood, Jr.

1927 J. David R. Harris

James McC. Lambie, Jr.

1928 Edward T. Collins, Jr.

Thomas Hooker, Jr.

1929 Gustavus Ober, II

Alexander H. Carver, Jr.

1930 Alexander B. Smith

Frederick B. Williamson, III

1931 Brenton Brown
Caspar W. B. Townsend, Jr.

1932 Caspar W. B. Townsend, Jr.

Joseph R. Rollins, Jr.

1933 Joseph R. Rollins, Jr.

William M. Prizer, Jr.

1934 Bryan T. Bostwick

Edward H. Pennell

1935 David H. C. Dennis

James C. Jerome

1936 Edward Starr, III

William H. P. Townsend, Jr.

1937 Robert G. Potter, Jr.

Ralph T. Starr

1938 Richard D. Connely
Robert A. Riker

1939 Richard P. DeLone
William V. Daniel

SUB-JUNIOR

Singles

1927 Thomas L. Lueders, III

1928 Richard N. Jackson, Jr.

1929 Raul Nunez
1930 Peter N. Rathvon, Jr.

1931 J. Benton McCall, III

1932 S. Bowman W. Kennedy
1933 Persifor Frazer, IV
1934 David H. C. Dennis
1935 Durham F. Jones

1936 Joel Rathbone, II

1937 Liam S. O'Brian

1938 William V. Daniel

1939 Lawrence H. Gardner Jr.

Doubles

1927 Thomas L. Lueders, III

George W. Pepper, III

1928 Richard N. Jackson, Jr.

Peter Van Pelt

1929 Henry F. Abbott, Jr.

Channing W. Daniel, Jr.

1930 John Hill Tyner
Peter N. Rathvon, Jr.
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1931 J. Benton McCall, III

Joseph R. Rollins, Jr.

1932 S. Bowman W. Kennedy
George K. Hoblitzelle, II

1933 Persifor Frazer, IV
H. Hollingsworth Smith

1934 David H. C. Dennis

James C. Jerome
1935 Durham F. Jones

Robert G. Potter, Jr.

1936 Joel Rathbone, II

Samuel L. Shober, III

1937 George S. Baldwin
Lawrason R. Sayre

1938 Richard P. DeLone
Liam S. O'Brian

1939 Lawrence H. Gardner, Jr.

William P. Rayner

cArchery

Senior Excellence

1936 Arthur L. Wheeler

1937 Bryan T. Bostwick

1938 George T. Purves

1939 Johnathan Brown IV

Junior Excellence

1936 George T. Purves, Jr.

1937 Charles H. Roberts, III

1938 Charles H. Roberts, III

1939 Cullom Connely

Sub-Junior

1939 Thomas N. McCarter Jr.

AlLround Achievement
1936 Arthur L. Wheeler
1937 Bryan T. Bostwick

1938 Peter V. Daniel

1939 Frederick A. Moore

Natural History

General Excellence

1936 Duncan H. Doolittle

1937 George T. Purves

1938 George T. Purves

1939 George S. Baldwin Jr.

Collection Prize

1936 William B. Rogers, III

1937 Elliott Pew
1938 Lawrason Sayre

1939 Lawrence Lewis

Essay Prize

1936 George M. Coburn
1937 Hunter Beahm
1938 Alfred Mulock
1939 George S. Baldwin Jr.
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The Boys' Records

Cornelius Johnson Atkins

Age 15. Moses Brown School. Kieve '34, '39. Wilderness Cruise '39.

Councillors' Aide '39.

George Storer Baldwin, Jr.

Age 11. Rivers School. Kieve '37, '38, '39. Sub-Junior General Excel-

lence, '37. Sub-Junior Tennis Doubles '37. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, '37, Sharpshooter, 1st. Bar '38, Second Bar '39. Sub-

Junior Punt Race '38. Sub-Junior Obstacle Race '38. Sub-Junior General

Excellence '38. Junior Obstacle Race '39. Natural History Essay '39.

Natural History General Excellence '39.

Robert Hamilton Baldwin

Age 9. Rivers School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman '39.
-

Robert Jenks Beede, Jr.

Age 9. Moses Brown School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter, 1st, 2nd, 3rd, and 4th Bars '39.

Harvey MacKnight Black, Jr.

Age 12. Trinity School. Kieve '39. Life Saving '39. Dramatic Club '39.

Long Voyage '39.

Dudley Riggs Bohlen

Age 9. Haverford School. Kieve '39. Captain Junior Baseball Team.

James Porrett Booth

Age 13. St. Andrew's School. Kieve '39. Canoe Tilt '39.

Jonathan Brown IV

Age 14. Eagle Brook School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter, 1st and 2nd Bars '39. Senior Arch-
ery '39. Senior Tennis Doubles '39. Long Voyage '39.

Norman Greeley Brown

Age 10. Eagle Brook School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class '39. Winning Junior Baseball Team '39.
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John Douglas Burnham Jr.

Age 11. Devon School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman '39.

Philip Gallatin Cammann

Age 12. Kieve '39.

CULLOM CONNELY

Age 11. St. Paul's School. Kieve '37 '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '37. Junior Archery '39. Boxing '39.

Most Enthusiastic (tie) Boys' Statistics.

Richard Day Connely

Age 13. St. Paul's School. Kieve '36, '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marksman, Marks-
man, Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '36. 1st Bar '37. 2nd, 3rd, 4th

Bars '38. 5th Bar '39. Junior Obstacle Race '37. Rowboat Race '38.

Junior General Excellence, '38. Junior Double Canoe '38. Life Saving,

'38. Long Voyage, '38. Junior Doubles Tennis, '38. Editorial Board
Annual, '38, '39. Senior Obstacle Race '39. Senior Double Canoe Race
'39. Long Voyage '39. Co-Champion Harris Hall Boxing '39.

Leonard Jarvis Cushing, Jr.

Age 8. Greenvale School. Kieve '39.

William Verner Daniel

Age 11. Haverford School. Kieve '38, '39. Most Enthusiastic, Council

Statistics '38. Sub-Junior Tennis Singles '38. Pro-Marksman '39. Dra-

matic Club '39.

Charles Gibbons Davis, II

Age 15. Springfield Township High School. Kieve '33, '37, '38, '39. Pro-

Marksman '33. Marksman, Marksman 1st Class '37. Sharpshooter, 1st

Bar '38. Winning Senior Baseball '37. Harris Hall Yacht Club '37, '38,

Commodore '38, '39. Life Saving '37, '38, '39. Long Voyage '37. Wilder-

ness Cruise '38, '39. Councillors' Aide '38, '39. Dramatic Club '38. Fish-

ing Club '38, '39.

Richard Pierre DeLone

Age 11. Episcopal Academy. Kieve '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marksman '37.

Marksman, Marksman First Class '38. Dramatic Club '38, '39. Sub-

Junior Tennis Doubles '38. Junior Tennis Singles and Doubles '39. Fish-

ing Club '39. Model Club '39.
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Robert Johnston Dunkle III

Age 10. Kieve '39. Milton Academy.

Thomas Ashton Ewing

Age 11. Haverford School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter, 1st Bar '39. Fishing Club '39.

Samuel Morse Felton, III

Age 13. Haverford School. Kieve '38, '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class '38. Sharpshooter, 1st Bar '39. Long Voyage '39.

Most Improved by Council Statistics '39.

Joseph Craig Ferree

Age 8. Penn Charter School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman '39. Fishing

Club '39.

Robert Burnside Ferree, Jr.

Age 14. Penn Charter School. Kieve '35, '36, '37, '38, '39. Fishing Club
'36, '37, '38, President '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman, Marksman 1st

Class, Sharpshooter '36. 1st Bar '37. 2nd, 3rd, 4th Bars '38. Dramatic
Club '38, '39. Long Voyage '38. Wilderness Cruise '39. Life Saving

Corps '39.

Lawrence FL Hamilton Gardner

Age 10. State Teachers' College. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter, 1st Bar '39. Sub-Junior Obstacle Race
'39. Champion South Glenayr Boxing '39. Sandiest by Boys' Statistics '39.

George M. Laughlin Gould

Age 11. Shady Side Academy. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '39.

Harold Grant Hathaway, Jr.

Age 12. Calvert School. Kieve '39. Fishing Club '39. Dramatic Club
'39. Model Club '39.
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Otto Robert Heiligman, Jr.

Age 14. Haverford School Kieve '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marksman, Marks-
man, Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter, 1st Bar '37. 2nd, 3rd, 4th Bars
'38. Dramatic Club '38, '39. Harris Hall Yacht Club '38, '39. Long Voy-
age '38. Model Club '39. Wilderness Cruise '39. Fishing Club Vice-Presi-

dent '39. President, Camp Society '39.

Mervyn Herbert

Age 13. Eton College. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman '39. Long Voyage '39.

Dramatic Club '39. Camp Librarian '39. Annual Editorial Board '39.

Best Sport in Boys' Statistics '39.

David Luke Hopkins, Jr.

Age 11. Calvert School. Kieve '38, '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class '38. Most Improved, Council Statistics '38.

Iredell Waddell Iglehart

Age 12. Calvert School. Kieve '38, '39. Junior Double Canoe '38. Pro-

Marksman, Marksman, Marksman 1st Class '38. Sharpshooter '39.

Sandiest, Council Statistics '38. Most Generous, Council Statistics '39.

Dramatic Club '39. Fishing Club Secretary '39. Life Saving '39. Canoe
Tilt '39. Camp Librarian '39. Long Voyage '39.

William White Ingraham, Jr.

Age 10. Union Village Day School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman '39.

Robert Putnam Keating

Age 10. State Teachers' College. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '39.

Donald Davidson Kennedy, Jr.

Age 8. Haverford Day School. Kieve '39.

Richard Croft Kennedy

Age 8. Haverford Day School. Kieve '39.

Lawrence Lewjs II

Age 11. Foote Day School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '39. Fishing Club '39. Natural His-

tory Collection Prize '39.
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Arnaud deLustrac

Age 10. Kieve '39.

Angus Lloyd MacLean, Jr.

Age 8. Gilman Country Day School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marks-

man, Marksman 1st Class '39.

Thomas N. McCarter, III

Age 9. Morrestown Friend's School. Kieve '39. Sub-Junior Archery, '39.

Frederick Appel Moore

Age 14. Kieve '39. Warren Junior High School. Pro-Marksman, Marks-

man, Marksman 1st Class '39. Dramatic Club '39. Fishing Club '39.

Secretary Camp Society '39. Senior Double Canoe '39. Senior General

Excellence (tie) '39. Harris Hall Yacht Club '39. Ober Trophy '39. Co-
Champion Harris Hall Boxing '39. All Around Achievement '39. Life

Saving '39. Wilderness Cruise '39.

Robert Franklin Nelson, Jr.

Age 14. Haverford School. Kieve '36, '37, '38, '39. Winning Senior

Baseball Team '37. Pro-Marksman, Marksman '36. Marksman First

Class, Sharpshooter '37. 1st Bar '39. Life Saving '38, '39. Harris Hall

Yacht Club '38, '39. Dramatic Club '38, '39. Editorial Board Annual '38.

Most Helpful Boys' Statistics '39. Vice-President Camp Society '39.

Septimus Edward Norris, Jr.

Age 10. Haverford School. Kieve '39.

Robert Barclay Ober

Age 14. St. George's School, Kieve '33, '34, '35, '36, '39. Pro-Marksman
'35. Sub-Junior Obstacle Race '35. Senior Tennis Doubles '39, Wilderness
Cruise '39. Editorial Board Annual '39.

Michael Ohl

Age 11. Milton Academy. Kieve '39. Fishing Club '39. Pro-Marksman,
Marksman, Marksman 1st Class '39. Dramatic Club '39. Most Enthusi-
astic Council Statistics '39.
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Liam Sterne O'Brian

Age 11. St. Andrew's College. Kieve '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marksman, Marks-

man, Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter, 1st Bar '37. 2nd, 3rd, 4th Bars

'38. 25 Yard Swim '37. Sub-Junior General Excellence '37. Sub-Junior

Tennis Singles '37. 25 Yard Swim '38. Sub-Junior Tennis Doubles '38.

Dramatic Club '38, '39. Fishing Club '39. Model Club '39. Champion
Boxing North Glenayr '39. Best Sport Council Statistics '39. 40 Yard
Swim '39. Business Board Annual '39.

Robert Johnston Plumb, Jr.

Age 11. Foote School. Kieve '39. Fishing Club '39. Dramatic Club '39.

William Pierson Rayner

Age 10. Palm Beach Private School, Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman '39.

Sub-Junior Tennis Doubles '39. Most Generous Boys' Statistics '39.

Robert Adrian Riker

Age 13. Rumson School. Kieve '38, '39. Pro-Marksman '38. Marks-
man '39. 40 Yard Swim '38. Junior Tennis Doubles '38. Dramatic Club
'39. Model Club '39. Diving '39. 75 Yard Swim '39. Senior General

Excellence (tie) '39. Life Saving '39. Long Voyage '38, '39.

Charles Holmes Roberts, III

Age 12. Jonathan Maynard School. Kieve '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marksman
'38. Junior Archery '37, '38. Marksman '38. Fishing Club '39. Model
Club '39. Life Saving '39. Long Voyage '39.

Charles Norris Robinson

Age 10. Montgomery Academy. Kieve '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marksman '38.

Dramatic Club '38, '39. Junior Double Canoe '39. Junior General Excel-

lence '39.

Frank Elmer Rutan, III

Age 8. Montgomery Academy. Kieve '39.

Curt Richard Schneider

Age 11. The Duane Doty School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '39.
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Sidney Ruggles Small, Jr.

Age 10. Grosse Point Country Day School. Kieve '39. Most Improved

Boys' Statistics '39.

DeWitte Elisha Taylor, Jr.

Age 9. Detroit University School. Kieve '39. Pro-Marksman '39. Sub-

Junior Punt Race '39. Sub-Junior 25 Yard Swim '39. Sub-Junior General

Excellence '39.

Lyle Blair Torrey, Jr.

Age 7. St. David's School. Kieve '39. Sandiest (tie) Boys' Statistics '39.

William Clayton Torrey

Age 8. St. David's School. Kieve '39.

Charles Cooper Townsend, Jr.

Age 11. Episcopal Academy. Kieve '38, '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman,
Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '38. Best Mannered Council Statistics

'38, Boys' and Council Statistics '39. Dramatic Club '39. Junior Double

Canoe '39.

William Henry Palmer Townsend, Jr.

Age 15. Pomfret School. Kieve '33, '34, '35, '36, '37, '38, '39. Council-

lors' Aide '37, '38, '39. Senior Privileges '38, 39. Fshing Club '34, '35,

'36, '37, '38, '39. President '38. Dramat c Club '36, '37, '38, '39. Presi-

dent '38. President Camp Society '38. Obstacle Race '38. Senior Double
Canoe '38. Canoe Tilt '38. Senior General Excellence '38. Senior Ten-

nis Doubles '37, '38. Senior Tennis Singles '39. Annual Board '37, '38,

'39. Long Voyage '37. Wilderness Cruise '38, '39. Captain of Senior

Baseball Team '38. Captain of Winning Junior Baseball Team '33. Jun-

ior Tennis Doubles '36. Junior Rowboat Race '36. Color Guard '38.

Pro-Marksman, Marksman '33. Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '35.

1st Bar '37. 2nd, 3rd, 4th Bars '38. Best Camper, Best Sport, Best Athlete,

Boys' Statistics '38, Best Sport Council Statistics '38. Best Camper, Best

Athlete, Boys' Statistics '39. Kieve Boy '39.

John Train

Age 11. Buckley School. Kieve '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marksman, Marksman
'38. Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter '39. Dramatic Club '38, '39.

Fishing Club '39.
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Edward Pattison VerPlanck

Age 10. Angier School. Kieve '38, '39. Pro Markman, Marksman '38.

Dramatic Club '38, '39. Captain of Winning Junior Baseball Team, '39.

John Kirkland Weeks, Jr.

Age 11. School of Ark. Kieve '38, '39. Pro Marksman '38. Most Im-

proved Boys' Statistics '38.

William Holland Wilmer, III

Age 8. Calvert School. Kieve '39.

William Wynne Wister, Jr.

Age 12. The Rectory School, Pomfret. Kieve '37, '38, '39. Pro-Marks-

man, Marksman '37. Marksman 1st Class, Sharpshooter, 1st Bar '38.

Sandiest, Council Statistics '37. Sandiest, Boys' Statistics '38. E. T.

Collins Bat for Most Promising Baseball Player '38.
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Our Advertisers

It is in large measure due to

the genuine interest and gen-

erosity of the many friends and

patrons of Kieve in giving us

the following advertisements,

that the ANNUAL has been

made possible.

The Board takes this opportu-

nity to express their sincere

appreciation of courtesies

shown.

Patronize Our Advertisers !
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The Newcastle
is a thoroughly modern
tourist home, suitable

for both traveling men
and tourists

It is located on the Damariscotta River,

Route 1, less than one-half

mile from the town

of Damariscotta

and is

COMFORTABLY FURNISHED

Hot and Cold Running IVater

Steam Heat Reasonable Prices
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&L ^nbrefcp'si College
AURORA, ONTARIO

A Canadian Boarding School founded on
the English Public School System and
adapted to North America, for boys of

Elementary and High School ages. Highest

Academic Standards; all courses lead to

matriculation to University or College.

Small classes and residential life ensure

individual attention.

• Upper, Middle, and Lower Schools with separate
residences*

• Memorial Chapel*

• 220 Acres of Rolling Country*

• Finest Playing Fields in Canada*

• Glass^roofed swimming pool*

MAJOR SPORTS
Football, Hockey and Cricket; also organized

Basketball, Tennis, Swimming,
Boxing, Track, Skiing

Cadet Corps, in Fall Term, affiliated

with the 48th Highlanders

A Sound Education in healthful and
Beautiful Surroundings

Tuition $750

Kenneth G. B. Ketchum, B. A.

Headmaster

Geoffrey S. O'Brian, A. F. C.

MasterAn-Charge of Lower School
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Luke, Banks & Weeks

ONE WALL STREET

NEW YORK CITY

Members New York Stock Exchange

Members New York Curb Exchange
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To PARENTS
of Boys and Girls aged

9 and under

Pacific (fMutuai
JUVENILE INSURANCE

offers standard Life

Insurance Protection

PLUS Thrift Train-

ing, Character Devel-
opment, Education
Assurance, Credit

Standing.

^or information call

Hare & Chase
General Agents

133 South 4th Street Philadelphia

LOMbard 5270
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c
3£ave you read

ARTHUR TRAIN'S

"My Day in Court"

The record of two simultaneously

absorbing careers; one as a writer,

the other as a lawyer, charged

with the humor and wisdom that

one expects from the creator of

"Mr. Tutt."

Charles Scribner's Sons

latest book?

Published by

597 Fifth Avenue New York City
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Compliments of

A Friend in Paris

When interested in Novel and Appropriate

Gifts of Jewelry or Silverware

SEE

Herbert C. Wendler

Associated with

S. KIND 8b SONS

CHESTNUT STREET at BROAD

Catalog on Request Divided Payment Plan
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Compliments of

Glassine Paper Co-

west CONSHOHOCKEN, PA.
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Compliments of

A Kieve Graduate

This space represents twelve half page advertisements with

the compliments of

BOBBY BALDWIN

GEORGE BALDWIN

GALLATIN CAMMANN
LARRY GARDINER

DAVID HOPKINS

TIMMY NORRIS

ANGUS McLEAN
BOBBY RIKER

BILL and BLAIR TORREY
EDDIE VerPLANCK

HOLLAND WILMER

BILL WISTER
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Silver Pewter

Jewelry Entirely Hand Wrought Copper

By

M. L. ALLEN

Master Craftsman

The Hammer & Tongs

Domestic GIFTS Imported

The Fiske House

Be assured of comfort

# Stop at #
THE FISKE HOUSE
Centrally located at

Oamariscotta, Maine

Junction of Route 1

and the River Road NEWCASTLE, MAINE

Telephone 116
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Compliments of

First National

Bank

DAMARISCOTTA, MAINE

^Depository of Kieve
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Rutan & Company
Manufacturers

1

Representatives

1608 Walnut Street

PHILADELPHIA

Mill Supplies Copper, Aluminum and Steel

5Best ''Wishes

Managers and Clerks

A &l P Food Stores

DAMARISCOTTA, MAINE

Good Food at Low Prices
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Philadelphia Lawn Mower
<Sl Manufacturing Co,

PHILADELPHIA, PA.

The Cold Drawn Hand
By

^he tyive Stud cAces

THE JUNIOR COUNCIL SENDS GREETINGS
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Your LUMBER
Requirements

— FOR —

Modernization

Programs
Whether you plan to modernize your present

home, or build a new one ... we can supply

your every lumber need.

Luxurious home comforts and conveniences

are no longer limited to the few.

Simplified design, improved construction and
new building materials have put a modern home
within the reach of all . . . at surprisingly low
cost. Today's building dollar goes further

than ever before!

We stock everything for building or moderniz-
ing — orders delivered promptly.

Wiscasset Lumber Company
H. S. SHERMAN, Proprietor

. . . Dealers in . .

.

Lumber, Roofings, Hardware, Paints, Etc.

Telephones: Office 40 - House 107

WISCASSET, MAINE
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The Lincoln Terrace
NEWCASTLE, MAINE
Seven Miles from Kieve

Clean • Wholesome • Comfortable
Country Breakfasts Served

Seven Private Baths
Fair Rates

Write for Reservations

MRS. EMMA PERRY, Prop.

NEWCASTLE, MAINE

cAlways Put Out your Qampfire

Compliments of A FRIEND
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Compliments of

Pasquaney

Annual

The Year Book of

CAMP PASQUANEY
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ARMOUR'S STAR
Fixed Flavor

HAM and BACON

(sloverbloom

BUTTER - EGGS - CHEESE

QUALITY MEATS

Armour & Company
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JOHN N. GLIDDEN

General Insurance and

Real Estate

DAMARISCOTTA, MAINE

^Parties

Bass Salmon Pickerel Perch

DAMARISCOTTA LAKE
SPECIAL PARTIES, up to 10, for a 50-mile

trip around one of Maine's most scenic lakes

Comfortable, Roomy Boat

Tel. Dam. 81-2 H. S. CHAPMAN NOBLEBORO

Row Boats to Let

Qfishing
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Compliments of

Poland's Drug Store

DAMARISCOTTA, MAINE

Verne E Batteese

Men's and Boys' furnishings

and Sportswear

Telephone 43-2 DAMARISCOTTA, MAINE
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The

DiamondMatch
Company

LmmlkeF and

.BuiiUing Materials

Main Street Newcastle, Maine

Telephone 88
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Use Three Crow Brand

Products

ABSOLUTELY PURE

The

Atlantic Spice Co.
ROCKLAND, MAINE
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Use Three Crow Brand

Cream Tartar

Made from Grapes

Packed in One-quarter, One-half

and One Pound Packages

JOHN BIRD & CO.

ROCKLAND, MAINE
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Auchincloss, Parker

& Redpath

Philadelphia - - Pennsylvania
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W. H. BRINE CO.
93 FRANKLIN STREET

BOSTON, MASS.

Official Outfitters

to Kieve

Athletic Supplies for All Sports

BASEBALL BASKETBALL

FOOTBALL HOCKEY

TENNIS TRACK

W. H. BRINE COMPANY
93 Franklin Street BOSTON, MASS.
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Compliments of the

zJttanagers of

First National Stores, Inc

21 Main Street

Damariscotta

Maine
C. B. Cate - - - Grocery

T. J. Merrill - - - Meat

"Weeds soon choke

the unused path"

Write YOUR FRIENDS
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The Augusta Press

Printers of School

Publications • Fine

Booklets <» Catalogs

Folders • Commer-

cial Stationery

440

339 Water St. Augusta, Maine












